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Introduction



“Ahhh fuck! my water broke!……..Ah shit!…..Denzel my fucking
water broke!” 



Camille cried
waking me up from my slumber. I rubbed my eyes to wake myself up
and rose to my feet. I quickly walked around to Camille’s side of
the bed and helped her off it. It was chilly outside around this
time, and I didn’t need her bitching at my ass about how she’s
freezing. I helped Camille downstairs to the couch, she took in
deep breaths and blew out heavy ones; while holding onto both sides
of her belly. I said I would be back, and ran back upstairs to
mines and Camille’s room. I grabbed my black leather Gucci jacket,
and matching sandals before rushing back downstairs. 



“Ahhh Denzel hurry the fuck up! I can’t hold this baby in me
forever!” she barked. I jogged downstairs helping Camille back up
from the couch. I put her robe on, and sandals before we finally
made it outside. I pressed down hard on the unlock button, and
opened Camille's door. She slowly got in the truck I made sure she
was secure and safe before I closed the door, and got to my side.
When I hopped in the truck I quickly reversed out the lot and into
the local streets that were crystal clear. I looked over at the
time in the truck. It read 5;00. damn why so fucking
early?. I asked myself, then turned into the highway, Camille
kept taking deep breaths as she screamed; the baby’s coming.



She started to literally scare me with that shit, I really thought
she was going to give birth to my daughter in the fucking truck.
“We’re almost there baby calm down” I told her exiting off the high
way to the hospital. 





“Push Camille! Push!” the doctor informed my wife. Her faced turned
from a cherry red to a purple. The grip she had on my hand was
unbearable. I was in so much fucking pain and I wasn’t even giving
birth. I closed my eyes praying she would push the baby out
already, and let go of my hand. But the more I prayed the more I
found my hand being squeezed the fuck out off. 



“Ahh fuck Camille!” I screeched in pain like a little bitch. “What
the fuck your ass crying for like a little bitch Denzel I’m the one
pushing this big headed ass baby of yours out my fucking pussy!”
she retorted between gritted teeth. I wanted to cus her ass out
right then and there but I bit my tongue. I realized Camille needed
me she was giving birth to my first born. So the least I could do
was encourage her and show her some damn support. 



“I see the head” the doctor said; sounding excited. On each side of
the bed there was a nurse. They both pushed Camille’s legs back so
the baby could come out faster. Camille started to flip out;
calling the nurses all types of names. Without thinking twice about
it I tilted my head forward to see my daughters head coming out of
Camille’s pussy I almost passed out on the spot. I was brought back
to reality though when Camille squeezed the fuck out of my hand
again almost braking all the bones I had in it. 



“What the fuck!” I screamed in horror. I swore I was going to head
back home with a broken hand. All of a sudden the screams that left
Camille’s mouth were now silent, and a high pitch cry pierced my
ears. Looking up I found my daughter in Doc’s arms. She was bloody
all over. Doc passed my first born to one of the nurses who rapped
her into a white blanket. They showed her to Camille letting her
hold her for a couple of minutes before taking her back and washing
her petite frame. 



“You did great baby” 



I informed Camille pecking her lips she gave me a faint smile
before closing her eyes. She was exhausted and you could see it in
her face, she was pale and out of it. I ran my hand through
Camille’s drenched hair I smiled as I admired her beautiful
features. She was flawless not scratch, bruise or pimple could be
seen on her flawless face. I don’t know what I would do if I didn’t
have her by my side



“We’re back” the nurse sang I turned around and found my baby girl
wide awake; rapped in a pink blanket her head covered with a pink
hat. The nurse handed my daughter to me. At first I was hesitant
then I manned up and grabbed her gently holding her into my manly
arms. I stared at my daughter with a small smile on my face. So
many emotions ran everywhere I didn’t know how to feel at the
moment. I wanted to cry I wanted to scream, yell,
holler; I’m a daddy but I didn’t want to wake
Camille up or scare my princess. 







It was now 3 in the morning, and I was still holding baby girl in
my arms while rocking her back and forth on the rocking chair. She
looked beautiful I noticed after staring at her in amazement she
had the same nose as her mother, ears, and bottom lip. There was a
lot of Camille in baby girl there’s no denying Camille made this
baby by herself. Haha, Na I know I had something to do with baby
girl. Shit I did bust in Camille, haha Princess has my complexion
my shaped eyes, and my big head. I laughed; princess did have a big
head like her daddy. I slowly got up from the rocking chair, and
placed princess in the plastic crib. I covered her with the thin
white blanket watching her sleep until I felt like I couldn’t stay
up any longer. 



Beeeeeeeppppppppppppppp!



My eyes shot open from the loud beeping sound I jumped up from my
seat and looked at Princess who was still peacefully sleeping. I
looked at Camille and noticed her machine was where the loud
beeping sound was coming from. In a matter of 2 seconds two to five
nurses rushed in the room with the doctor behind them. I watched as
they ran for Camille‘s rescue. They checked her pulse on her wrist,
then her neck “Nothing” one of the nurses took out paddles the
other tore Camille’s shirt off and poured gel on her chest. The
nurse with the paddles pressed the objects against my wife’s chest
counted to three then released. I stood standing in the same exact
spot watching the nurses repeatedly attempt to revive my wife back
to life. 



My body slowly became numb as I witnessed my wife ’s body lay there
lifeless. This was about to be the 20th time the nurses attempted
reviving Camille but failed their mission. I could feel the tears
burn my cheeks as they cascaded down them. I balled my hands into
fists stomping out Camille’s room I couldn’t bare staring at her
any longer. This shit couldn’t be fucking happening to me. Labor
was great, well, wasn’t that great but she didn’t have that much
difficulties. 



She was in good condition through out the whole pregnancy. What
could the fucking reason be for God to take her from me? I punched
the wall taking all my anger out on it. I didn’t stop there, I
grabbed a chair that sat across from me and threw it down the hall.
There was a small table with magazines and a vase standing on top
of it. I kicked it back causing it to flip over the vase hitting
the pavement shattering everywhere. Anything or anyone that got in
my way I was destroying I don’t give two fucking shits who you are
or what you were. 



I knew Camille wasn’t coming back I could feel it and it killed all
of me. Through my blurriness from my tears I could tell two big
figures coming my way. I knew exactly who they were too: security
guards. They tried grabbing me but I pushed them to the side as I
proceeded to walk down the hall. I need to clear my mind. 







I watched as they lowered Camille’s white casket into the 6 foot
whole. A tear stroked my cheek hitting the pink and white blanket
Princess was rapped in. The preacher started to speak and say what
he had to say then one by one; everybody took a step forward and
threw their red rose on top of Camille’s casket. I looked down at
Princess who had no idea what was going on. She had her thumb in
her mouth while her green eyes wandered around. 



I shook my head who was going to teach her how to be a
girl, whose going to bring her to the mall to go shopping, and when
she wanted to get her nails and hair done who was going to be
there?. 



My mind started to wander everywhere I held my head from spinning
round and round with my free hand before I blacked out. 



“Bye Denzel” an old man in about his late 50 said waving bye I
waved bye back. Everyone was now going their separate ways leaving
me here with Princess and…. Camille. I looked around to see if
anyone else was around. Once the coast was clear I felt like I
could say what I had to say. I looked down at my hand that held a
white rose then back at Camille’s casket. I made my way forward to
the hole before crouching down. My thoughts started to gather
together as I fixed my mouth to say something. 



“….H-hey Camille baby…..you know who this is……… I just wanted to
let you know me and Chyna are going to miss you with all our hearts
and soul. It brakes me apart to know Chyna is going to grow up
without a mother, it’s freaking me out as I think of it; whose
going to bring her to the mall when she wants to go shopping, or
get her nails done, or hair at that. I know she’s going to have
friends to do all that girlie shit with but it would be better to
have her mother beside her while she’s doing all that girlie shit-I
closed my eyes; I’m rambling on-I just want to tell you Camille no
matter what I’ll make sure she lives a regular life as possible I
know that’s all you wanted for her, so I’m going to grant your wish
baby girl… love you” with that I threw the white rose in the casket
letting my pain go with it. 



I know Camille doesn’t want me to stand around moaning and groaning
‘bout her death’. So I’m going to man up and help my daughter with
what ever she needs help with. She’s my first priority and nothing
is going to stop me from taking care of my first
born. Nothing. I started back to the limo that
awaited for me and Camille, I got in the limo; closing the door
behind me. Before we rode off I took one more look then instructed
the driver to drive. 



I stared down at Chyna who still had her thumb in her mouth. I
tried pulling it out but she resisted. She had a little strength on
her. I cracked a smile while chuckling.



“Yea you a Black alright”
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18|| Years Later



My fist connected with the girls jaw and blood gushed out her mouth
splattering onto the floor. I grabbed a handful of the girls hair
with my other hand as I pounded her face in with my fist. Don’t you
hate when bitches think they know you when they
don’t know a ounce of you, ugh that shit irks my fucking nerves so
I had to show home girl the Blacks don’t play. She didn’t believe
me and now, ha she’s paying for it. I slammed her back against the
lockers smacked her up an couple of times, then threw her to the
floor. I kicked her in the stomach about 5 times before I finally
stopped to catch my breath. 



I swung my leg in the air with all my strength behind it and kicked
the girl directly in her face causing her to fly back into a wall
and grow unconscious. Girls and boy's that had made a circle around
me and home girl was now down the hall to see if she was still
living. I walked up to my locker slowly and calmly like nothing
happened, accessed my combination, unlocked my locker, and grabbed
my bag pack. I closed my locker shut, threw my bag over my
shoulders, and strutted out the school premises. I knew I didn’t
kill the girl I just beat her ass to the point she was knocked the
fuck out. 



I pushed the double doors open and started down the path that lead
me to the bus stop. I looked at my watch I had to get home before
pops got there and the school called explaining to him
that ‘Chyna Black had yet got into another fight with a
student in school’ he’ll kick my ass, he already warned
me the first time. I waited for the bus impatiently still looking
at my watch every other second. After realizing the bus wasn’t
going to come anytime soon I decided to walk, but not just walk, I
was speed walking down the blocks to my crib. Which was only about
30 minutes away. 



My speed walking turned into jogging from jogging to running. I
turned a corner while looking at my watch. I almost hit into a lady
by the age of 30 who was on the phone and holding groceries. My
legs grew tired and I started to loose my breath but that didn’t
stop me. I had to get home before daddy did. I know he was going to
question me about being home so early, but I can fake it and say I
didn’t feel good so signed myself out. As I thought of a lie to
come up so pops wouldn’t curse me out then punish me I saw my house
down the block. 



I smiled wide as I began to get closer to my home. I then slowed
down now in front of my house but I still sped walked up front,
unlocked the door and walked in the house kicking my Jordans off. I
looked at the caller ID on the phone to see if my school
called. Nothing. I closed my room behind me before
stripping naked and changing into my Pj’s. I was exhausted and all
I wanted to do was go to sleep. I got under the covers of my bed
and rested my back on my bed and laid my head on my pillow. I
closed my eyes with a small smile plastered on my face. I was now
at ease.

_____________________________________________________________________________________




When I woke up the TV downstairs in the family room was on. That
could mean only one thing. Pops was home, I grabbed the cordless
phone on my dresser to see if my school called. I sighed a sigh of
relief not seeing the name of my school in Caller ID. I got up
confident from my bed and started downstairs to the kitchen, I
glanced at the living room to see daddy on the phone walking back
and forth while the TV was on. I now knew the reason why he had the
TV on so I couldn’t hear his conversation, it became a habit when
ever daddy didn‘t want me in his business. I walked happily to the
fridge and retrieved for the bag of purple grapes. I took a seat at
the island and watched as Pops paced back and forth: his face had a
strong look on it. I wandered what was going on I then dismissed
the thought and I popped another grape in my mouth. 



“Okay thank you..” I heard pop say before he shut his phone closed.
He looked up at me just noticing my presence, I smiled at him
softly as he walked around the table and gave me a kiss on the
forehead. “Why aren’t you in school?” he finally asked me, I popped
another grape in my mouth before speaking. “I didn’t feel good, I
started to get another migraine” I lied. Pops looked me square in
the eye, then grabbed a grape from the bag and popped it in his
mouth. He observed my body language as I decided to ignore his
contact and proceed to eat my grapes. Pops told me he could tell
what a persons thinking or feeling by their body language.



“So who won the fight?” 



I almost choked on my grape from his question. I looked at him with
my lips twisted how did he know? 



“How many times do I have to tell you Chyna-” I cut him off before
he started yelling. “Pops you don’t understand!” but before I could
explain myself he cut me off. “I can’t ever
understand Chyna! Why the fuck you have to fight in school Chyna
tell me that! your suppose to be learning not fighting!” he yelled
obviously angry with me. “I hate school dad all these girls think
there better than me because the way I dress; they think
they know me when they don’t, so I have to show them how the
Blacks do!” I told him pissed the fuck off but also representing
the fam. I hated when he yelled at me it just got me even more
pissed off than before. Pops shook his head disappointed “Do you
know what your mother would say?” I rolled my eyes I didn’t want to
hear this bull shit again. 



“Man forget this, every time I do something wrong you have to bring
up mommy; she’s fucking dead pops! Get over it!” I
yelled at him only to feel my right cheek burn and sting in unison.
I held my cheek out of shock; I stared at Pops with wide eyes and
my mouth wide open. A knot grew in the middle of my throat I tried
to show Pops with all my strength I wasn’t hurting but evidently
when the tears rolled down my cheeks burning my right cheek even
more, he could see I was in much pain. 



But he didn’t say anything he still had that strong look on his
face. “Get your ass upstairs Chyna fucking Black” he
pointed upstairs, I obeyed his words and turned on my heels
upstairs to my room. I slammed my room door behind me climbing on
my bed and buried my face in my pillow. The fact that he always had
to bring mommy up when ever I did something wrong irked me. I know
she would be disappointed in me but it’s not my fault I adapted to
the environment I grew up around. Since the age of fifteen I never
got along with girls they always picked on me, and told me I looked
like a boy. Because I dressed like one I never wore pink because I
hated that color; green was more me it matched my complexion and
caused my eyes to pop out. 



The boy's never had a problem with me though nor I had a problem
with them. I fitted in and that’s were I felt comfortable I never
had any worries either. When shit popped off I was right there with
them. Even though Pops didn’t like my friends because I always got
in trouble I was down with them no matter what. I was like there
ride or die bitch. But then poppy decided we needed to move because
I was getting into too much trouble, however it didn’t make any
difference because I still got into the same amount of trouble out
here like I did in the Bronx so we could of stayed in the Bronx, we
didn’t have to move to Harlem, and Pops knew that. 



But he told me, business was better in Harlem. Yea I know I’m a
daughter to a dope boy, but that shit didn’t matter to me my
nigga‘s were all dope boy's and on top of that the all worked for
my father. It was mostly the reason why they had my back because of
Pops. The only thing that bothered me since they worked for him
they always watched my every move, and I really couldn’t go out
anywhere or breath with out them there. 



However I’m also happy we moved to Harlem because it’s nothing like
that in the Bronx. Pops doesn’t have no
one watching me anymore. Well he kind of does, but I
curse there asses out, and tell them to go suck a toe because I’m
grown now. I’m eight-teen years of age and can handle mines, then
right after that Pops calls me and starts hollering through the
phone about why I cursed his boy's out. Shit a girl does need her
privacy she doesn’t need niggas up her pussy all the damn time. I
didn’t tell him like that though I just said that I need some
privacy and alone time. Then he starts asking me If I'm with a boy,
and then it starts to lead to some other bullshit that I wasn’t
taking. It’s ridiculous, sometimes I hate being a D boy's daughter.
It started to make me wander how mommy felt being a dope boy’s
wife. She was always home alone, pregnant alone, everything alone.
I always told myself I would never get with a dope boy, because I’m
just going to end up being alone, and loving alone. 

_____________________________________________________________________________________




“Camille I’m leaving” 



Daddy said putting his coat on, I diverted my attention from the TV
to him and watched as he buttoned his jacket up, walked into my
room and gave me a kiss on the forehead. “If you need anything call
me, I’ll have one of the guys come and check on you” I nodded as I
flipped through the pages of King Magazine. “Love you” he said
before jogging his way down the spiral staircases and out the front
door. I waited to hear the gates close indicating he was actually
gone, and got up from my bed slipping my timbs on. I left the shoe
laces untied and tightened my belt on my black baggy Dickie jeans.
I checked myself in the mirror as I clipped my earrings with my
name on my ear. I clipped my necklace with my name on as well and
put my three knuckle ring on. I was looking fly; my hair was flat
ironed; dead straight, passed my mid back. I had my black bandanna
on tying it firmly around my head; so it wouldn’t loosen up.



I had a white T on with a black vest over it. I grabbed my Razor
from the bed, and text my nigga Digga for
him to pick me up; the coast was clear. He text me
back saying he was on his way I made sure I was looking thugged out
before I decided to head downstairs to the living room. I turned
all the lights off before I locked the door behind me and waited
for Digga outside. I walked up to the ten foot steal gates and
accessed the code waiting for the gates to slowly open. Once they
opened wide enough for me to get through; I accessed the code again
for the gates to close. I walked to the corner of the side walk and
waited for Digga there. 



In no time I saw his Range Rover getting closer I smiled as I
recognized his 28 inch spinning rims. They were hot; I could
definitely feel them. I opened the passenger seat and hopped in
giving Digga daps, then closed the door. 



“You got this from the shop?” 



he nodded his head with a slick smirk on his face. “Come on Chichi
you know how I do always with the fly shit” I dapped him again on
that one. Digga could rock the most roughest clothing, and jewels
but when it came to cars, trucks, and bikes; he knew how, when, and
where to sport them. Digga works for this nigga by the name of
Stone. He robs tore up cars, trucks and bikes, from the block, and
takes them to the shop. Stone gives Digga his stash, then turns the
tore vehicle into the hottest 28 inch rims on the street, and sells
them at his car company. Digga’s been working for stone since the
age of Thirteen. 



Digga sped off driving sixty miles on a thirty mile lane. I turned
the radio on to a station where they played good music. I didn’t
care for any of that rap crap all they talked about what hoes,
bitches, sluts, money, guns, killing, going to jail, it was
annoying. I found a station and left it there as Keri Hilson Where
did he go sang through the speakers. 



Digga and I bobbed our heads in unison as we listened to the song.
Digga took a left into Temple street; we passed houses after houses
before he stopped the truck in front of the party. Kids were
outside drinking their alcohol beverages, the rest were inside the
small house. Me and Digga stepped out his truck closing the doors
behind us, and walked down the path that led us to the front door
all eye‘s were on us. Digga walked in first; making sure the
surroundings were clear. He nodded his head, and I walked in with a
wide smile on my face. The party looked popping. Me and Dig
slithered are way through the crowd into the kitchen where the
drinks were at. I poured me a cup of spiked punch in my cup and
gulped it down. I threw the cup out in the trash before walking
back into the crowd. I saw Digga posted on the wall with some girl
already getting his grind on. I laughed as I watched him make all
these funny ass expressions. I felt my shoulder being tapped so
turned around almost falling on my ass. I was already tipsy from
that little bit of spiked punch; they had to put Henny or Goose in
there. Those are the only drinks I get fucked on quick. 



“What up Chichi” 



Some boy said nodding his head at me I narrowed my eyes to get a
clearer look of him. He reached in his pocket and took out a small
bag of weed. I smiled and looked back at the boy “Where we hitting
that shit?” I asked him. He smiled as well and pointed to the back
porch. I followed him to the porch with my hands in my pockets; and
a smile on my face. I'm a get fucked up. I took a seat on the bench
rubbing both of my hands together causing friction. The boy opened
the bag of weed, and immediately I could smell the weed. It was
that purple; my favorite. 



Being that I didn’t know ol dude but he knew me didn’t surprise me
one bit. Everybody knew me because of Pops since he’s a big time
Dope Boy Aka the King Pin, and been in the game for a long ass
time: before I was born. Everyone on the streets knew him, and had
respect for him even outside of state. Last time we went to Puerto
Rico for summer vacation so I could spend time with Mama and Papa;
my grandparents. Every nigga and bitch on the streets gave daps to
Pops or was trying to kiss his ass. I mean he wasn’t that important
for them to be kissing his ass, and sucking his toes. A lot of
people looked at my father as a threat, he could intimidate you
with just a look sometimes he scared me, but then I remind myself,
I’m his daughter he can’t do shit to me haha. Maybe slap my ass
around a little but that was it. 



I took another hit from the joint before sitting back on the bench
closing my eyes: letting the herbs send a sensation throughout my
body I formed my mouth into a ‘O’ and blew out rings into the air.
I took another hit and passed it to ol’ dude. I was officially
fucked up being that I been smoking for an hour straight and
slugging drinks after drinks down, I don’t think I could even stand
on my two feet. I started to laugh at my high ass off as I tried to
open my eyes. My lids were so heavy I couldn’t see for shit “Damn,
you good Chichi? You fuucked up” I heard Digga say
sarcastically. 



I flipped him off as I attempted to get up from the bench. Digga
helped me up and walked me through the crowd to outside. Once the
atmosphere hit me I felt it coming I let go of Digga and bent over
throwing up on the grass. Now I was feeling better, “Yo Dig let’s
go hit up the corner store” he nodded his head and got in the car I
got in after and strapped up. Dig Drove off speeding on a thirty
mile lane as usual I don’t understand how this nigga never got a
ticket. “Yo slow your ass down, 5O be round here” I informed him
which caused him to slow his hyper ass down. Yea, nigga knew better
being that we’re under the influence, and this car is stolen on top
of that D doesn’t have his license. Are asses could get in big time
trouble. 



I hopped out the truck once parked took out the couple of dollars
in my back pocket and walked down the aisle looking for something
good to get my grub on. I smiled when I spotted Funyuns seated on
the rack I picked out about 5 bags of Funyuns, and 2 bags of
Doritos for Dig. I walked to the back of the store got me a Dr.
Pepper, and D a sprite. When the lady added everything up; the
total came up to be $10.00. I paid her, she bagged my goods, then I
was out. Dig was out the truck on his phone leaning his back on the
door. I stopped in front of him taking out my Funyuns, I opened the
bag and stuffed my face. 



When Dig got off the phone he reached for the bag of goods but I
pulled it back out of his reach, and cocked my head at the phone.
“Who was that on the phone?” I asked him, he sucked his teeth
snatching the bag from my hands, I laughed with my mouth full.
“Stone” he finally said after taking a sip of his sprite. “What he
want?” I asked being a nosy ass, he looked around the block, then
back at me. 



“You in the mood to snatch sun nice up?” 



I smiled widely catching on then yelled out loud. “hells yea nigga
lets hit it!” I said pushing him to get in the car. I was
definitely in the mood to snatch something nice up.
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Snatch Sun’ nice up



Dig searched the block to get a feel of all the verities’ of cars.
Dig’s a very picky per son when it comes to cars he snatches up.
That’s why Stone liked
working with him. Because Dig doesn’t snatch
just anything up from the block. He
scopes all the vehicles out first picks the one he wants. it might
be tore up. But, you could tell it was going to come back out the
shop looking like a dime piece. Dig’s phone sang in
his pocket while he searched for the perfect vehicle. 



“Speak to me” he told the other person on the other
end. 



Every time Dig responded he would
say ‘mhm’ or ‘yea’ or ‘aight’.
It was getting kind of annoying. I then spotted something lovely.
It wasn’t anything beautiful; nothing you would see me ride in.
However I already knew once Dig dropped it off at the
shop Shit would be on and popping. This wasn’t the
first time I took a ride with Dig to rob a car or what ever Stone
was looking for. I done it plenty of times; like Bikes. I loved
when we snatched the bikes up, they were basically the main reasons
why I came with Dig. 



He only snatched the bikes during the summer though. That was when
they all would be out. I pointed at the car about five times in
Dig’s face for him to see it, but instead of stopping he drove
right passed it. “What the fuck you
doing!” I yelled at him. He covered my mouth with his
hand so Stone wouldn’t find out I was snatching sun up with him.
Stone didn’t want me to ride with Dig when he was working because
of the simple fact if Pops found out I was snatching cars up with
Dig for Stone; that would be his ass.



“Aight!” he said before hanging up his phone and throwing it onto
the back seat. I pushed his hand from my face looking at his phone
then back at him. 



I could read the frustration on his face “What’s good nigga? What
Stone say?” I asked him. 



He sighed frustrated with the situation but was still calm “We have
to go to Boulevard” he informed me. 



I frowned then yelling “Boulevard! What the fuck? That’s where all
them fancy white bitches live!” 



He nodded and said “I know.. You down still?” he asked me staring
into my eyes: pleading. 



I smiled and said “Nigga you know I’m down, lets bounce” I gave him
daps making him smile harder. 

_________________________________________________________________




I admired the houses we passed they all looked a like though.
That’s the only thing that got me tired of looking at them. It made
my eyes hurt, I closed them tightly before opening them again to
see this one house in particular that was unique from all the other
houses instead of having the picket fence it had steal fences, and
the house was made out of brick: not wood. It looked like it held
about twenty bed rooms that‘s how big it was. 



Dig parked the truck in front of the house where are mission was
determined to be accomplished “This is it… ” Dig said in a low
tone. I took one last look at the house before Dig pressed on gas,
and sped off. He parked the truck about five blocks away from the
house. We both hopped out the truck, and started our exercise for
the day. Dig handed me a mask, I put it in my pocket. I didn’t need
to use it until we actually got close to the house. Dig’s was
already on he didn’t want nobody pointing him out if he was ever
accused of stealing someone’s car. 



I put on my mask, now near the house. We slowly walked towards the
house. Stupid ass nigga I told myself, as I saw
all the owner’s cars lined up. I looked at Dig who was no longer
near me when I looked up I found him already at the BMW that was
parked behind the Camry. 



“What the fuck?” I whispered to myself. Niggas like Speedy Gonzalez
and shit. I snuck over to Dig checking the surroundings making sure
the coast was clear. “Hurry the fuck up Dig“ I whispered, he was
taking his sweet fucking time and I swore I heard noise in the
house “Got it” he said above a whisper. He put his hand in the car
unlocking the doors. “Get in” he instructed me, I walked around the
car, opening the door. I hopped in, Dig wired the car as I held the
lighter so he could see. The car turned on, and Dig hopped in
before the owner ran out his house yelling and screaming for his
car. 



Dig and I closed are doors quickly and he sped the car out the lot.
I looked back to see the house lights go on. “Press the gas!” I
yelled, Dig pressed on the gas almost doing ninety and zoomed out
the block before anyone could actually see what happened. I took
off my mask, Dig did too and threw the mask to the back. He drove
down the five blocks to his truck and parked the car in front of
his. “Here” he passed his truck keys at me. I caught them in mid
air and said “Why can’t I rock this shit?” 



“Cause I’m not trying to put you in a situation you can‘t handle” I
twisted my lips and gave him that ‘yea right
nigga’ look. 



“Out” he said and leaning over me unlocking the car door. I sucked
my teeth and hopped out the vehicle. I got in Dig’s truck turned it
on and lead the way to the Shop. When we got there I hopped out of
Dig’s truck, and tossed him the keys. I closed the truck door shut,
and leaned my back against it. Dig drove the vehicle in the Shop as
I waited for him out here. I cleaned my nails out for a good five
minutes before Dig came back out with a brown paper bag. I gave him
daps as we passed each other. I got on my side of the truck and he
got on his. 



I looked at him once I got in and said “He like?” he glanced at me
before looking at the bag; then back at me and said. “Well… we
snatched sun nice up” he said with all smiles.
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Chapter Three

Punishment



I walked into school receiving dirty looks left to right from
hating ass females. I ignored there stares and proceeded down my
hall to my locker. When I opened it I found a letter placed on the
shelf of my locker. I grabbed a hold of it and ripped the envelope
open. 



You just messed with the wrong bitch. After school at 2;30 meet
me at Kilby street go solo. No weapons just your fist.



I crumbled the note and threw it on the floor: rolling my eyes. She
must be kidding me I’ll whoop her ass again like I did before. I
placed my book bag in my locker grabbing my notebook, and closed it
shut. I started down the hall to see some of the guys I chill with.
They all nodded there head at me as I passed by and gave some of
them daps. Before the late belly rang I walked into class and took
my seat. There was already notes on the board so I knew exactly
what I needed to do. I took out my note book and pencil, and began
to copy. 

________________________________________________________________________




School was long as hell, and I didn’t want to spend another minute
here. It was now lunch and I was hungrier than a mother fucker. I
grabbed my tray, and started to cut people in line. I stretched my
arm out and instead of the lunch lady putting the pizza on some
other nigga’s plate she put it on mines. 



“What the fuck!” the boy yelled: obviously mad. I ignored his
comment, and proceeded down the aisle to get myself white milk, and
apple sauce. “Yo” I heard him call me but acted like I couldn’t
hear him and accessed my ID number in the small machine. I walked
over to my table where the guy’s were at talking shit, and took my
seat. I gave all them daps before taking a bite of my pizza. I then
felt a tap on my shoulder; I turned around to find the same boy who
was hollering at me earlier now in front of me. 



“How may I help you” I asked him with my mouth full of pizza. His
face was pure red I watched as he breathed heavily in and out: his
nostrils flared every time he took in a breath. “You took my
pizza!” he said between gritted teeth, I stared at him with a blank
expression. I looked down at the bitten pizza then back at
him. 



“You want it now?” 



I asked him being a smart ass, I heard a couple of my boy's laugh
in the background. Obviously the boy didn’t like that because he
snatched the pizza from my hand and threw it on the floor. I
quickly swallowed the rest of my food down, and quickly arose from
my seat. “Nigga who the fuck you think you are! Grabbing my food
like that!” I yelled getting in his grill. He pushed me back almost
causing me to flip over but one of my boy's caught me, and the
others immediately rose from there seats and tackled ol’ dude to
the floor. I pushed my boy off me and brushed through the others.
The kid was on the ground in fetal position. “Move!” I yelled they
all stopped and I started to stomp him in the face. 



Just like Clock work Administration was chasing me and my boys down
the cafeteria. I ran upstairs with my boys behind me while everyone
else in the caff circled the boy who was still on the floor in
fetal position: crying he wanted his mommy. I ran through out the
halls and into the girls bathroom, the guy‘s went their separate
ways. I bent over with my hands holding my knees as I gasped for
air. I waited a couple of long minutes before I finally decided to
walk back out into the halls. They were empty on both ends so I
walked down the hall cautious.



“Hey!” I heard a baritone voice yell. I looked up to find
Administration in front of me. I ran the opposite direction only to
bump into another body and hit the pavement: ass first. “Shit” I
cursed above a whisper and sat up. Administration snatched my arm;
lifting me off the floor. I snatched my arm back and walked in
between the two men. They led me to the main office and told me to
take a seat. I did as instructed and took a seat on this hard ass
couch. I covered my face with my hoody and crossed my arms. “Ms.
Black!” Her stern feminine voice yelled. I slowly picked my head
up; staring Mrs. Harrity in the eyes. She looked frustrated,
exhausted, annoyed, and pissed the fuck off. This wasn’t the first
time I been sent to the main office I been here plenty of times,
and Mrs. Harrity knew my name by heart. “Come” I sighed heavily
before rising from the chair, and walked over to her
office. 



She took a seat behind her desk as I took mines; slouching. “Sit up
straight Chyna” I sucked my teeth and sat up straight; crossing my
legs and folded my hands over my lap. “Better” I asked her in a
girlie voice; Mrs. Harrity shook her head, disappointed, ugh; here
it comes. “Why do you insist on fighting in school Chyna? You know
this doesn’t look good on your record” she said pointing at my
record; I glanced at my papers laid out on her desk, then back at
Mrs. Harrity. I sucked my teeth repositioning myself on the seat.
She shook her head once again from disappointment. “You’re a smart
girl Chyna, why do you constantly take the wrong rode?” she asked
me, to tell you the truth I didn’t want to discuss this with her;
and obviously she could read it on my face that I didn’t want to
talk to her about it either. 



“Well… I guess I have to call your father” my body tensed hearing
the word ‘father‘. But before I could tell her not to she already
dialed his number waiting patiently for him to answer. “Damn” I
started to beat myself up. “Yes Mr. Black hi it’s me Mrs. Harrity!
I just wanted to let you know Chyna has yet got herself into
another altercation….you will? Okay thank you…bye” she hung up the
phone and stared me square in the eyes. I looked away breaking the
contact. 



“He’s on his way…” 

_____________________________________________________________________________________




One month; one whole mother fucking month. I have to come straight
home from school. Do my homework, clean my room, do the dishes, and
wash cloths. I can’t go out and party, chill with Dig, or even go
to the corner store just to get some chips. Pops already bought all
the sweets so I wouldn’t make up any excuses in why I needed to
leave the house. Either way though, I couldn’t leave the house if I
wanted to or not. My life was crumbling slowly. Pops said that
wasn’t it, there was more to my punishment. He said he had to go to
Puerto Rico for business, and he was going to
have one of his boies watch me. First we got into a big argument
about this because I didn‘t know shit about the nigga, but he said
he trusted the guy ‘cause he knew him since the guy was a
kid. 



Shit, I didn’t trust him though. I don’t trust any nigga!
Only men I trust in my life is my father, and Digga. This mother
fucker here, I don’t know nothing about him, and what he’s capable
of!. Pops said I will be in good hands when he’s gone. I just
brushed his comment off and begged to stay at Digga’s crib. Instead
Pops declined and walked away from me indicating he didn’t want to
hear anymore. So to tell him I was pissed the fuck off! I slammed
my room door shut, and screamed from the top of my lungs out
frustration. 



“This is fucking Bull Shit!” I crossed my hands over my chest; it
heaved up and down constantly from my heavy breathing. It then hit
me, when was Pops leaving? It scared me to death
from the thought of him leaving very soon. Maybe too soon, so I
swung my room door open to find Pops in front of me and his
chauffeur behind him with his suite cases. Immediately tears
swelled in my eyes I didn’t want him to leave, not now, Pops opened
his arms wide; welcoming me into a warm hug. I gave him a big,
warm, tight hug; not wanting to let go. Pops rubbed my back as I
cried silently on his shoulder. 



“I’ll be back in a month baby girl” he told me in a calm tone. I
nodded before letting go and stared him in his almond joy eyes, he
said “Don’t worry your in good hands, trust me
Chyna….. he should be here in a hour or so, and when he does get
here, he‘s going to be sleeping in the guest room, love you
senorita” he gave me a light kiss on the forehead before turning
his heels , and walking down the spiral steps; with the chauffeur
behind him. I watched until the front door closed shut to walk down
the steps and lock the door. I pushed the curtain to the side, and
saw the limo exit once the gates opened wide enough. I closed my
eye’s letting the tears finally fall.



Then i remembered that letter Shaniqua sent me; fuck.
I was suppose to meet her at Kilby.
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The Meeting



Just like Pops told me, no later than an hour nor earlier was the
door being knocked on. I got up from my lavender couch, and threw
the remote back on the cushion before retrieving for the door.
“Who” I knew exactly who it was, but just like Pops always taught
me. Never open the door to an anonymous person; find out who that
person is on the other end. 



“Sonny” 



His strong voice yelled from the other side. I opened the door to
find Mr. so called Sonny in
front of me with his Gucci stunner's hiding half of his facial. His
hair was faded and lined perfectly. He must of just
got his hair cut ‘cause he still had light pink marks on his
forehead from the barbers being rough with the clips. He fettled
with a tooth pix in his mouth pushing it from one side to the other
with his tongue. His face was strong and tense; he wore an all
black outfit from head to toe. His feet were designed with all
black timbs; gold shoe laces untied. One hand was hidden in the
pocket of his hoody; as the other held an all black Jordans bag. I
looked back at his facial and frowned as he played with a tooth
pick that laid between his teeth. 



“Come in” 



I said stepping to the side, letting him enter
my territory. I watched his every move making sure he
wasn’t trying to pull any stunts. I then closed the door and locked
it. He faced me still fettling with the toothpic in his mouth;
Obviously waiting for me to show him his room. I sighed while
crossing my arms, and started up stairs. I Lead him to his room
that he would be sleeping in for a month. I cringed at the thought
of him staying here for a wholemonth.
A stranger living with me
in my house for a whole damn month. I stopped at
the quest room and pushed opened the door for him. He walked in
throwing his bag on the king size bed. He analyzed his room, opened
the closet, checked out the bathroom, then walked back in the room.
He looked up at me; no expression, no smile, no thank you, just a B
L A N K face. He grabbed the door closing it in my face.



I cocked my head back staring at the door like I was ‘bout to brake
it down. “Oh hells na” I said under my breath. Instead of starting
shit I walked away; I have thin patients, and I quickly snap. This
nigga was already on my shitty list. I walked back into my room
shutting my door behind me. I grabbed my cell phone from the
dresser, and dialed Pops phone number. 



“Hi beautiful” I smiled hearing my Pops voice. “Hey” 



“Did Sonny get there yet?” he asked me making sure. I nodded as if
he could see and said “Yea, he’s here” I rolled my eyes at the door
then glanced at the floor. 



“Good, now just because I’m gone, and Sonny is there; doesn’t mean
you’re off the hook” 



I nodded “I know” I said nonchalant. 



“I’m serious Chyna, I don’t want another call from your school; or
from Sonny saying you were acting up again” I rolled my eyes now
wanting to get off the phone with him. 



“Yup” I said with disinterest in my tone. 



“Okay, I'ma let you go Princesses, love you!” I gave him a kiss
through the phone then hung up. 



I searched my room for something to entertain me. Staring at my
closet I got up from bed, and opened the two doors to my walk in
closet. I looked from one end to the other and found nothing but
Jordans, Nikes, Converse, Timbs, and sandals lined up; and sneaker
boxes stacking each other. Hanging on the racks were my white T’s;
all different colors. I had a couple of Apple bottom shirts, and
Baby phat; but I wasn’t a big fan of the clothing. I’m a very
simple girl. Give me a wife beater and B ball shorts; I’m
set!.



I looked up where the shelves held boxes of things I hid from pops
or left up there so I could forget about the past. One in
particular box caught my eye. It was purple with a white bow tied
on the top.



I got on my toes stretching my arms for the box. I grabbed it
rushing to my bed, I took a seat on the edge of it, and opened the
box quickly. When I opened it; I then wish I left it back on the
shelf where it supposed to be. I grabbed a picture frame with a
black and white picture in it. A girl in her teens; about the age
of sixteen seventeen was posing in her Bikini. A boy stood behind
her his hand on her waist. He had a strong resemblance of my
father. It was obvious that it was my mother, and Poppy. Shit! I
looked just like her. I closed my eyes; holding my breath so I
wouldn’t cry. My teeth grinded against each other; my hand balling
into a fist. 



It pissed me off how I looked back, and saw my eighteen years flash
by me without my mother there. I remember how I use to pray to God
to bring her back to me. Then when I realized she would never come
back, I hated her for it! Because I never got to live a regular
life like I wanted to. I could never have that family I always
dreamed of when I was younger. Because of her! My life was fucked
up, I wasn’t a girl, I looked like one; but I was a straight up
nigga! I acted like one, dressed like one, and even sounded like
one. 



Because of her I couldn’t be a girl! Because of her, I couldn’t
dress like a girl. 



Because of her!…



Those girls… hated me. 

_____________________________________________________________________________________




I closed my phone before walking into the spacious mansion slipping
my sandals off. I just finished talking to Sonny about Chyna, I
know how baby girl can get and I didn‘t want her take advantage of
him. So I had to put him on game a head of time. I followed the
solid man before me to the elevator that awaited for us. We both
walked in the man slid the elevator door closed then pressed the
button with the number three on it. I folded my hands before me and
waited patiently for the doors to slide open. When they did, the
solid man walked out first and held the door for me. I nodded at
him and proceeded down the hall to stop at the end of it where two
six foot two hundred pound steal doors stood before me. 



As I waited for the man to get closer to the door; I admired the
pictures on the wall of the family who lived in the household. They
looked so happy and joyful. Not one picture did it look they were
miserable with there lives. I smiled at one in particular it was
with a man and lady. They were holding each other and kissing. It
reminded me of Camille. We took a picture like that before that was
the same day I proposed to her, and found out I was going to be a
daddy.



That was the best day of my life; nobody could ruin it. Me and
Camille celebrated by going to the most fanciest and expensive
restaurant in the Harlem; partied, and rented a hotel for the
night, because we were too fucked up to go home. I could feel a
lump in my throat my eyes stung. I closed them tightly rubbing my
hands over them so the tears would evaporate. When I opened my eyes
the solid man was at the door he knocked on it twice before the man
on the other side yelled back we could come in. 



The man opened the steal doors, and walked in. I followed behind
and admired the spacious room. It was humongous; it was like
another apartment in one. Once you walked in the first thing yo saw
was a cherry wood desk. On each side there were old fashion green
and gold couches with a glass table in the middle with a vase
equipped on top. The ceilings were high, higher than the sky I
swear. Beautiful art was painted on the ceilings of God’s Angels
playing the flute, violin and so on. 



All around the room were pictures and more pictures of the family.
Also cut off heads of animals were posted on the walls. There were
about two dead animal heads on each wall; one of a moose, bear,
lion, tiger, monkey, and so on. At the desk sat Mario a old friend
I worked with for many years in the Bronx. But since business was
going better for him, and the block started to get hot; he moved to
Puerto Rico. I took a seat on one of the couches beside the desk,
and got comfortable. 



“What up Papa!” Mario said smiling at me with his strong Puerto
Rican accent. I greeted him with a faint smile he arose from his
seat, and walked around his desk to give me a hug. I got up from
the couch and embraced him into a brotherly hug. “How you doing
papa!.. it’s been so long” he said with a wide smile. All I could
do was smile back. “I had a lot of shit going on with my daughter”
I explained with out giving too much detail. He nodded with wide
eyes. “Senorita… How is she? I heard she’s grown into a
beautiful young lady” I smiled at the thought of Chyna. 



She might be, look, and act like a straight up nigga. However some
where in her she can show her girlie side but is too afraid too.
One reason could be ‘cause of her mother. Sometimes I feel like
there’s more than one reason though. Why she dresses the way she
does; because she did buy a couple of baby phat and apple bottom
shirts, she only worn them once though. Snapping back into reality
I took my seat back on the couch, and Mario returned to
his. 



We then got to business. 

________________________________________________________________________




It was now three in the morning; and I was exhausted. Mario had a
lot to say, so did I so we put our ideas and plans together, and
when we added everything up; the conclusion was magnificent.
Something no one in the game could come up with. And if it is put
into the right hands; the plan would come out as thought of. I
shook hands with Mario thanking him for doing business with me. The
same solid man from hours before escorted me out the room. We took
the elevator downstairs then he opened the double doors that lead
me outside where my Limo waited for me. 



I got into my limo shutting the door closed behind me. I glanced at
the mansion one last time before I told my chauffeur to go. He
drove down the street, and took a right where my hotel waited for
me. The limo stopped in front of the hotel I waited for the
chauffeur to open my door while I waited I text princess to see how
she was doing. The door opened, and I stepped out onto the pavement
walking into the lobby of the hotel. I took the elevator to the
eighth floor where my sweet awaited me. 



When I got into the elevator Princess text me back
she missed me. As I began to text her back, the doors
slid open and I walked out with my eyes still glued to the screen
of my touch-BANG!. My head was smashed against the wall
and I fell to the ground; dropping my phone. My hand pressed
against the side of my head I looked at it to see blood painted on
my hand. I immediately looked up and saw about five guys around me
sporting all black, and nines in there hands. I jumped up with fury
in my eyes. Being that they had guns cocked and ready for my ass
didn’t scare one bone in my body I was ready to whoop some
ass. 



One man tried grabbing my throat but I popped in the mouth and
kicked him in the nuts. He held his balls in pain and cried out in
pain. I kicked him to the floor only to be punched on the floor by
the guy beside him. That didn’t stop me though I grabbed ol’ dude
by his neck; tightening my grip on his throat. This mother fucker
was gonna die today. I punched him in the face, only to feel my
skin being pierced with a sharp object I let go of the guy
screaming in my pain. I placed my hand over the cut on my side and
looked at my hand to see even more blood. -BAP!



I fell to the ground; head first, I held the back of head in pain I
felt like a train hit me. I tried regaining my strength but they
all now gained up on me, and started to punch me in the stomach and
face. One held my hands behind my back so I couldn’t fight anymore,
I tried kicking them in the face but with all the blows I received
from left to right, I had no strength. The man dragged my swore
aching body to their sweet, and threw me onto the floor of their
sweet. I tried getting back up but one of the men kicked me back to
the floor; causing me to cough out blood. 

_____________________________________________________________________________________




When I woke up, I couldn’t see jack shit. My hands were tied behind
my back so wasn’t my feet. My mouth was taped as well; and
obviously my eyes. I couldn’t do shit they had me.
But I know one thing once I get out of this tape nigga’s are going
to start dropping. I heard footsteps from a distance even though I
couldn’t see I could defiantly tell which direction the footsteps
were coming from. 



“Where’s the stash Mario’s hiding!’ the Puerto Rican yelled at me,
ripping the tap from my mouth. “Son of a bitch!’ I yelled in pain;
my lips stung from the pealing of the tape from my smooth skin.
“You fucken Carbon I am not telling you shit!” I yelled again
causing the Rican to get pissed off and slap the shit out of me. I
grew even more heated, almost jumping off the chair, and tearing
the tapes strong grip from my arms and feet blowing the nigga
away. 



My temper was easily pressed it could be the smallest thing you
said or did and I would kill a nigga. People said I
need anger management; I said people need to stay out my fucking
business and live their own mother fucking life. The Rican slapped
me again leaving a stinging sensation on my cheek. My teeth grinded
against each other. I held my breath and counted to ten.
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The sneak out!



I grabbed my phone from the dresser placing it in its case. I
looked around my room making sure I didn’t forget
anything. 



“Okay” I told my self before opening my room door. 



I looked down both ends of the hall before quietly walking
downstairs. I took out my phone searching for Digga’s name; I text
him, I would be waiting for him outside. I unlocked the door as
quick as I could and closed it behind me as quietly as I could. I
closed my eyes and took a deep breath ; not much tensed. I
rolled my shoulder’s back to relax them, I looked back at the house
and smiled. 



“Slow ass nigga” 



I walked around the lot to the gate, instead of accessing the code.
I climbed over the brick wall that isolated my house from everyone
else's. I hopped off it and walked down to the corner of the street
waiting for Dig. I felt my hip vibrate; I took my phone out its
case, and looked at the text. 



I’m ‘round the comer



I looked up and saw a white one white Expedition. First thing I
checked was the rims. I smiled as I watched them spin; the truck
stood still. I hopped in the truck, and gave Dig daps. “This shit
is poppin' D; you hook the bitch up!” he smiled at me widely then
looked at the rode before him and took off. First thing first; Dig
parked at the corner store, and bought two blunts. He got back into
the truck, passed the blunts to me, and drove off to the
party. 

_____________________________________________________________________________________




By the time we got to the party I was higher than cloud nine. I
don’t know where this nigga got the weed from but this was some
good herb. I hopped out Dig’s new truck; closing the door shut.
Then walked into the house that was packed with mad nigga’s and
bitches. As usual all the guys gave me daps; as the girls grilled
me, cause their man was chill with me. I rolled my eyes at the
haters, and proceeded to the kitchen to get me some punch. Dig was
right behind me giving nigga’s hugs, and bitches kisses on the
cheeks. I poured both me and Dig a cup. 



“Here” I gave him his cup; and gulped mines down. I threw the cup
in the nearest trash can; Dig stared at me with wide eyes. “What?”
I asked him crossing my arms. “You just gulped that shit down like
it was water” I shrugged my shoulders. “It practically is” Dig
sniffed the punch then looked back at me. “This shit got mad Goose
and Henny” I smiled and nodded. “I know” he shook his head taking
little sips. 



“Ew puss” I yelled over the music my face scrunching up. “Shut the
fuck up” he said then took another small sip from the cup. I
laughed my ass off every time he took a sip from his cup and made
these sour ass faces. I looked before me still laughing and saw
some nigga come mines and Digs direction; we both looked at each
other then shrugged. 



“Ey sexy, you wanna dance” I frowned staring ol’ dude up and down,
then looked at what I was wearing. I looked at Dig then behind me
to make sure he was talking to me. I looked back at him with the
same face and said. “Na nigga I don’t dance” I told
him nonchalant. But he wouldn’t give up. 



“Come on mama; just one dance” I shook my head no, he grabbed my
hand attempting to pull me into the crowd I pulled my free hand
back ready to punch him in the face. But Dig got in the way
blocking my target; he pulled my hand from ol’ dudes grip and told
his scary ass to get the fuck out of here.



The boy did as instructed with out hesitation and found some other
broad to dance with. I shook my head disgusted as I watched the kid
grind on the girls ass, probably getting a nut. “Yo you still got
that good?” I asked Dig. He nodded and took it out his pocket. I
smiled and grabbed it from him. “Come” I told him and slithered
through the crowd to upstairs. 

_____________________________________________________________________________________




“Hahahahha..” I laughed out loud for no reason at all. I sat on the
bed cracking my ass up holding the blunt between my index and
middle finger. Dig snatched the blunt between my fingers and took a
pull. I stopped laughing and stared at him like ‘Hell
na’. 



“No you didn’t” I told him with a serious face Dig looked back at
me with a serious face as well and said “Yes I did” I punched him
on his arm he jumped off the bed rubbing his arm in pain. “What the
fuck Chichi” he said with the blunt hanging from the
corner of his mouth. 



I laughed at his scary ass and got up with my ready. “Come on
Chichi don’t start” he said with his hands up to block my hits. But
I decided not to listen and hit him on his arm: on the same
spot. 



“Shiitt” he hissed, I laughed again. I went to hit his
other arm but he blocked my hit and pushed me back.



“Come on nigga hit me back!” I told him hyped. He shook his head
with a small smile and took one last pull from the blunt before
flicking it on the floor and stepping on it. He positioned his fist
in front of him. As I did with mines. We started to walk around the
room in circles still facing each other. 



“You go” I shook my head. 



“No you go first” he shrugged his shoulders and said. 



“Aight your lost” he threw me off completely when he put his fist
down and tackled me onto the bed. 



“Ahhh” I screamed he tickled me with out giving me a chance to
catch my breath. 



“Stooooppp” I begged. 



He stopped after a couple of long minutes. I sat up coughing and
gasping for air. In the background Dig was laughing his high ass
off hysterically. 



BANG, BANG, BANG



I jumped up from the bed almost jumping out my skin. Dig stopped
laughing and looked at me with a screwed up face. I gave him the
same look then got up from the bed and unlocked the door. My body
froze as my eyes widened. 



“Sonny!” 



He looked pissed. 

_____________________________________________________________________________________




“Get the fuck off of me!” 



I yelled snatching my arm from Sonny’s grip. I walked away from him
pissed the fuck off; slamming the house door in his face, and
locking it. -bang, bang, bang. 



“Chyna open the fucking door” he calmly exclaimed from the other
side. I walked away from the door and started up the spiral stairs
to my room. “Fuck you!” I yelled back shutting my room door closed.
After a while the banging stopped; bringing me back to ease. I took
off my Dickie's and white T throwing them into the hamper. I opened
the dresser taking out my b ball shorts and a wife beater. I
slipped them on and grabbed my Adidas sandals from the
closet. 



-Crack



I snapped my neck the direction where my patio was. I looked around
my room for my bat. I grabbed it once I spotted it near my bed. I
had a tough grip on it as I walked closer to my
porch-Crack. My heart started to pace fast I closed my
eyes to calm myself down. I saw the silhouette of the body climb
onto my porch and hop in side. I jumped back the body tried to open
the doors. it kind of took him a minute but he got it and I was
ready to crack his head in half. 



When the doors open I sighed a sigh of relief; only to see Sonny in
front of me. I rolled my eyes, throwing the bat on the bed. “The
fuck!” I yelled at him, he only glanced at me brushing pass me. He
opened my room door; walking out. I frowned at his actions he
didn’t yell at me hit me, or even get in my grill. He just looked
at me and walked away. This nigga must be on some
shit. I told myself I shook my head and followed behind him.
He walked down the hall to his room and closed the door in my face
again. 



I balled my hand into a fist; ready to knock on his door but once I
was about to, it swung open. Sonny appeared with a towel hanging on
his shoulder and boxers on top. He brushed pass me again and began
downstairs; I scoffed “It’s called excuse me” he turned his head to
the side his eyes falling to the floor. 



“Excuse you” 



I held my breath until my face turned red so I wouldn’t come out my
face to home boy.
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Chapter Six

One Week Later



I woke up on the couch with the TV on. I looked at the time; it
read only but 9 in the morning. I didn’t bother to run upstairs to
my room and get ready because I was suspended for two weeks from
school. I would of only had one week of suspension, but since they
found out I fought Shaniqua in the
halls, I was pressed with two weeks of suspension. I didn’t really
give two shits anyways I didn’t want to go to school. These two
weeks felt like they were going to be the best two weeks ever
‘cause I’ll be home sleeping late; eating junk food, texting, and
playing video games.



I got up from the couch walking into the kitchen to pour me some
cereal. I took out Trix from the cabinet, and poured it in my bowl.
I retrieved for the milk in the fridge and poured some in the bowl
along with my cereal. I grabbed me a spoon then dug in. I stuffed
my mouth with a spoon full of Trix while walking upstairs to my
room. As I made my way down the hall I found Sonny's door open. I
looked to find him doing pull ups on the outer frame of the door. I
stopped in my tracks watching his body go up then down. His muscles
and veins popped out every time he forced his body up. His chest
glistened with his sweat; beads of liquid fell from his chest to
his gray jogging pants. 



My mouth slowly fell almost letting the crushed up Trix fell from
my mouth onto the carpet. I snapped out of my daze once his feet
hit the ground; he grabbed the towel laid out on the bed wiping his
face, and chest. Before he caught me staring at him hard, I rushed
into my room and shut my door closed. I hopped on my bed and took
another bite of my Trix. I grabbed the remote from my bed, and
turned on my forty inch flat screen TV. My bed vibrated indicating
I had a text, I retrieved for my phone and flipped it over. It was
a text from Dig.



Fwd; Sponge bob loves Patrick, 

Dora loves boots, tigger loves pooh, 

and Digga loves u! Change the name 

and send it to everyone you love…



I chuckled at the forward and forwarded it to Dig and Pops. I
really didn’t have any body else to send it to, and didn’t love
anyone else but them two nigga‘s so sent it to only them. I had
other numbers in my phone don’t get me wrong but if I sent it to my
boies they would think I’m soft. Only Dig and Pops could see my
soft side. If I let any of my boies from school see my soft side
they would try to take Advantage and Chyna Black
isn’t having that shit: hells fucking Na. I tossed my
phone on the bed and took the last bite of my Trix. I swallowed the
last of milk in my bowl hopping off my bed and opened my room door.
Sonny’s back faced me as he walked down the staircase probably to
the kitchen where I was headed. 



I brushed pass him jogging down the stairs to the kitchen. I threw
my bowl in the sink opening the fridge door only for it to be
closed in my face. Sonny pushed the fridge closed on purpose as he
brushed by. I rolled my eyes smacking my lips this nigga
think he cute I told myself and opened the fridge door
again retrieving the purple grapes. I took the grapes out pouring
them in the white bowl. I turned the foist to the sink on and
washed the grapes before pouring them in the bowl. I then turned
the foist off and put the bowl on the counter opening the fridge
again for a soda. I closed the fridge turning around to find my
grapes missing. 



It took me a minute to put two and two together. 



“Sonny!” I yelled stomping upstairs to his room. I didn’t even
bother to knock I pushed open his door to find the nigga laid back
on the Queen sized bed. Popping grape after grape in his mouth with
one hand and changing the channel with the other. My nostrils
flared with anger I rolled my eyes.



“Why do you persist on working my nerves” he
ignored me and proceeded changing the channels. My temperature was
now boiling this nigga has balls I walked in the room getting
behind the TV and unplugged the cord. 



“You act like you broke it Shorty I can plug it right back in when
you leave ma” I smiled nodding slowly “Okay, can you fix
this?…” i asked sounding like a little girl. I faced the fifty
inch flat screen TV, balled my hand into a fist, and punched it in.
The TV fell back making a loud crashing sound. I dusted my hands
facing Sonny with a smile and walked out his room to mines.



take my grapes again next will be your dick.

_____________________________________________________________________________________




It was now Monday and I been trying to call Pops. But he’s been
sending me straight to voice mail. I even sent him multiple text
messages and he hasn’t written back. This been going on all damn
week. I had a feeling something was wrong but tried not thinking of
the worst, plus Pops knows how to handle his so I shouldn‘t be
worried. 



He’ll be back in one month



I reminded myself. I headed downstairs to the living room to find
Sonny's watching the food channel writing down notes I stopped in
my tracks: my eye brow raising a fraction. “Is this what you do in
your room?” Sonny jumped his eyes slicing through me before they
focused back on the TV. 



“Why you care?” he asked me with much attitude. I smiled.
I knew it was because I broke his TV. 



“Your going to hear it when your father comes back home, not me” he
said as if he were reading my mind. I frowned rolling my eyes “What
ever your just pissed ‘cause now you have to come downstairs to
watch TV” I retorted strutting to the kitchen. I took a seat at the
island texting my boies for the hell of it. I was bored and being
in the house for a two weeks wasn’t helping one bit. I thought it
would be fun; but i realized being on lock down withSonny,
wasn't as much fun. I had to think of a plan to get out of here and
fast. The longer I was trapped in this house the more the walls
were closing in on me. I twisted my lips thinking of a master plan.
I flipped my LX open and text Dig 



Yo fam I need help getn out duh crb.



I waited for Dig to text me back. My fingers tapped the island
repeatedly as I waited on Dig’s response. I saw Sonny walking in
the kitchen with his note book in hand. It then hit me just like in
the cartoons; a light bulb lit over my head. My LX vibrated I
looked down flipping the screen.



Break the nigga’s neck den leave



I rolled my eyes at Dig’s response he’s so fucking dumb but I love
the nigga. I text him back I had a plan then closed my LX placing
it in my pocket. I turned my back on Sonny and started to look
through the cabinets. 



“What the fuck” I cursed taking a quick glance at Sonny. He washed
his hands at the sink after putting his notebook on the
island; not paying me any mind. 



“There’s nothing here!” I yelled slamming one of the cabinet’s
closed. I started to go through all the cabinet‘s slamming them
around and cursing out loud: making a scene. 



“There’s plenty of food: stop playing yourself” Sonny told me
wiping his wet hands with a paper towel. 



“There’s nothing here I like” I exclaimed.



“Your dad bought you everything you needed before he left, I don’t
see how there’s nothing here you don’t like” he said
passing through the pages of his notebook. I posted both my hands
on my hips tapping my foot on the marble floor. I guess I was gonna
have to suck up.



“Sonny can we please go to Wal Mart!” I asked
with pleading eyes. He slowly lifted his head from his note book
and looked me dead in the eyes. He narrowed his a fraction and said
“Why so kind now? Huh?” he asked me chuckling, I sucked my teeth
irritated. “What a nigga can’t show her morals?” I said jerking my
neck forward and twisting my lips. 



“Chyna-you looked back up at me- you
have no morals” he chuckled, I cocked my head
back oh hells fucking nah 



“Nigga you don’t know me! How the fuck are you going to tell
me I Chyna Black haves no mother fucking Morals”
I yelled heated. Sonny sat on the stool: his elbow resting on the
island and his palm holding his chin up. He stared at me with no
emotion. My chest heaved up and down from all the yelling I just
did.



“Proved me right… you need anger management” he said and brushed
pass me to the fridge. 



I closed my eyes grinding my teeth against each other. “Fuck this…
and you know what! Fuck you! I don‘t understand how my mother
fucking father could possibly think I was in good hands your ass
would starve me to death if you got the chance to! This is some
fucking bull shit!” I yelled pissed the fuck off, pushing pass
Sonny stomping upstairs to my room. I slammed my door shut causing
some of the picture frames in the hall to fall on the floor.
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Past meet Present Pt 1



If looks could kill I would be dead right now, but I wouldn’t go
down by myself: Chyna would
be right behind me. Every chance she got she would dagger her green
eyes my way. I could tell she wanted me dead and out of her life.
But I’m under Denzel’s roof so I had to go by his rules, and Chyna
knew that. I got up from the couch grabbing my note book and turned
the TV off. I headed upstairs to my room and down the hall passing
Chyna’s door. There were a couple of broken picture frames on the
floor with glass scattered everywhere. I shook my head exhaling the
frustration. Anger management is all I can say about her. I tossed
my note book on the Queen sized bed Denzel granted me for a month
and started back into the hall. 



I knocked on Chyna’s door twice to get no response back. I knocked
again but this time with more force. I heard small whimpers coming
from her side and sucked my teeth. I’m not good with girls and
their emotions. I’m emotionless: that’s why Denzel picked me
to be his Top Assassin. I had no emotion for anyone, I didn’t care
who the fuck you were I would kill you in a split second. I
remember the first body I caught I was in the Bronx Projects at the
park. These boies by the age of eighteen and I was only but fifteen
at the time. They went by the names of Tyriq and Zeon. They were
picking on me because my pants didn’t fit. At the time my mother
was too pour to buy me new cloths so I was stuck with pants that
didn’t fit me anymore. 



They started to crack on my pants then on my sneakers because they
were torn and broken in the bottom. My socks were dirty and had
holes in them. They started to push me around and started to smack
me up a bit, then the smacks turned into punches. At the time I
didn’t know how the fuck to fight. I was a
fucking pussy. My mother never wanted me fighting
when I was younger and if I did get into one that was my ass. So I
stood away from fights as far as I could. Then when I did get into
fights I was getting torn into shreds, and my ass would still get
an ass whopping when I got home. Even if I didn’t start the
fight.



After Tyriq and Zeon beat my ass and left me in the park for dead.
That was when I realized I had to stand up and fight back, fuck
what my mother said. So I talked to my home boy down the block who
went by the name; Max. He was my hook up for everything. Guns,
knives, machetes, anything you wanted, Max got it. But I wanted to
torture these wana be big nigga’s so chose the machete.



Just like clock work Tyriq and Zeon were at the park they picking
on some girl who looked about my age but had a body of a nineteen
year old. I watched the scene unfold before my eyes. They started
to pull on her hair and feel her body up. The girl screamed for
help but no one listened. They pulled the horrified girl under the
playground and started to shred her cloths off her skin. She tried
fighting them off her but their strength was incredibly stronger
than hers. Zeon held her legs down as Tyriq pulled her pants off
and threw them to the far end of the park. The girl was now only in
her under wear crying her eyes out. Tyriq got on top of the girl
and pulled her under wear off. He started to kiss her neck as she
attempted forcing him off her, but her hands were pinned to the
floor. 



The veins on the girl’s neck was now visible: she cried for God to
save her. Tyriq started to grind on her while he kissed and sucked
her neck. Zeon was getting impatient and started to rush him so
Tyriq unbuckled his pants and unzipped his zipper pulling out his
dick. Without hesitation he rammed his it inside of her. Tyriq
rammed in and out of her with full force tearing her insides apart.
It was obvious she was a virgin because the he kept mentioning how
tight her pussy was. The girl tried kicking her legs but Tyriq was
too strong.



She cried and cried her eyes out asking him to please stop that she
won’t tell no one. But he ignored her excruciating cries and rammed
in her pussy until he busted. When he was down he got off and
buckled his pants letting Zeon take his turn. Tyriq held her legs
down so she wouldn’t kick, and watched his boy take advantage. He
went as far to fucking her up the ass. They took turns getting a
nut every once in a while. That was it for me I couldn’t take that
shit anymore: shit brought tears to my eyes. 



So I snuck up behind Tyriq who held down the girls legs and grabbed
his neck slicing it. Blood dripped from his neck down to his white
t. “Ooohh shiiitt!” Zeon yelled, he pulled out the girl and started
to run: dick hanging and ass showing. Now that I think of it, that
shit was hilarious. Being that he was taller than me and had longer
legs I couldn’t catch up. I tried but failed so I stopped and
turned back to the park where the girl was at. When I got there she
had disappeared, her jeans and shirt were still laying on the
floor. I looked at Tyriq’s dead body and smiled. I wanted
to do it again.



I started to debate whether to knock on Chyna’s door again or turn
around and search for the vacuum myself. Chyna’s whimpers began to
turn into sobs fuck. I heard those sobs before. When
I was younger and my moms and pops were together. They use to get
into big arguments and my father would threaten my mother he would
leave her for younger pussy. I hated that about my father he always
used my mother for drugs, and when he threatened to leave her for
young pussy my mother promised she would treat him better. She
would go as far to using the rent money to buy him his
drugs. 



She was most of the reason why I had no cloths and looked like I
lived on the streets. What ever my father wanted she would get him
as long as he didn’t leave her, she was happy. It got even worse to
the point where she stopped feeding me leaving me to starve for
days. That’s when I took that shit into consideration and just
left, I started staying with my nigga Max until I was on my feet.
Max helped me with everything, he taught me how to drive, fight,
get money, find Dimes, and most of all do me. He taught me
everything I needed to know until I was legal. Max was twenty years
of age and treated me like a step brother. 



I remember the first time he taught me how to rob a corner store.
After I found out the basics in robbing a corner store and getting
my dough, Max felt like he should test my skills and we moved to
gas stations, then from gas stations it was Dope boies on the
corner: we took their money and their drugs. Max would give the
goods to one of his mans and have them turn it into cash. After
sticking up all the Dope Boies, gas stations, corner stores: Max
felt I was ready for my biggest mission ever. 



Central Bank



He had me rob Central Bank with him to see if I was really a down
ass nigga: which I proved him right. We walked in the bank and out
in a matter of five minutes with five bags of green. Since I was a
born killer it didn’t bother me to shoot two security cops in the
chest and one of the victims who tried playing hero between his
eyes. When we got back to Max’s and counted all the green we ended
up with more than 300,000 dollars. We split the money in half and
from there on we went our separate ways. Max felt like I was ready
to be my own man so set me free. That’s when I bumped into Denzel
and his boies, Denzel heard of me and wanted me on his team. With
out thinking twice I agreed and was now apart of his crew but I let
him know I was my own man, and he respected that. The rest from
there on was history.



I opened Chyna’s door to find her in bed with her knees pressed
against her chest and head tucked between her knees and chest. I
closed her room door behind me causing her to jump and head pop up.
“What the fuck you doing in here get out” she said reaching for her
bat but I snatched it before she could grab it. “Get the fuck out!”
she yelled jumping to her feet wiping her tears. I held the bat
behind me standing my ground.



"You really gone cry over grapes?" I joked, but Chyna didn't see
anything.



“Get the fuck out..”



“No” 



“Get!…Out!” 



She yelled pointing at her door as if I were a three year old. I
looked at the door then back at her. 



“No..” 



“Your so fucking stubborn get the fuck out” 



I smiled mischievously “Look who the fucks talking” I said tossing
her the bat. She it caught it in mid air with a strong look on her
face: she looked like Denzel. “What the fuck you want?” she finally
asked I shrugged my shoulders. 



“Where’s the vacuum?”

 

I screwed my face up twisting my lips
“You have to be fucking kidding me?” I asked
Sonny brushing pass him. “It’s called excuse me” he exclaimed, I
smiled and said “Excuse you” I opened my door walking down
the hall to the closet where all the cleaning chemicals were at and
the pulled vacuum out. Sonny snatched the vacuum from my hands and
turned his back. “Excuse you nigga where the fucks
your morals?” I asked him slamming the closet door
shut. “And what the fuck you need the vacuum for anyways?” I yelled
in his ear. “I need to clean up your damn mess” he said pointing at
the broken glass on the floor.



I closed my eyes tight running my hand over my face.
“Stupid ass you can’t
Vacuum glass!” I yelled at his dumb ass “Yes the fuck
I can!” he yelled at me, I cocked my head back and nodded “Aight
when your ass breaks the mother fucker your going to explain to
Pops why the fuck it’s broken” he started to unravel the cord from
the vacuum and said “The same way your going to explain to him how
the fuck you broke his TV?” he smiled mischievously. I rolled my
eyes at him shifting all my weight to my left leg. 



“Fuck you Sonny!” I leaned the side of my body on the wall folding
my arms over my chest, and watched him plug in the cord. He
searched for the ON button, it took him about five whole minutes
until I finally said something “It’s right in your fucking face” I
said nonchalant; pointing at the ON button. Sonny got up from his
knees and pressed the ON button. I watched him push the vacuum back
and forth; running over the glass. All of a sudden loud cracking
sounds pierced our ears and the vacuum turned off. 



“What the fuck happened?” Sonny asked looking at the Vacuum
wondering what the problem was. I shook my head from side to side
this boy is really stupid “I told your slow ass this shit was going
to break: now you have to pay for it” I said pushing him out the
way. “You need to keep your fucking hands to yourself” he said with
so much seriousness in his tone. I brushed him off raveling the
cord back up. “What did I tell you” I got in his face, I wanted to
here him say it. “Say it” I poked his chest. “Stop touching
me” he said taking a step back. “fucking say it” I poked his
chest again. 



“I have no time for this shit” he said brushing pass me to his
room. He slammed his door behind him: I smiled. 



“Got’em”

___________________________________________________________________




I looked through the cabinets for something to fulfill my stomach.
It started talking to me saying crazy ass shit like 'bitch feed
me', it kind of scared me. I closed the cabinets frustrated:
there’s shit here. For a whole week I been grubbing, since I
couldn’t do anything else. I already played all my video games,
watched all my DVDs watched every show on TV. I even made my own
games up: it was irking my nerves. Dig has been hitting my cell
phone off the hook asking if he could come over. But I told him I
was grounded for a month and couldn’t have no one over. I was lucky
enough to have my phone with me. 



I would talk to Dig for hours on the phone. He would update me on
the parties, who got into a fight with who, whose fucking who, a
lot of shit, I hate this punishment. I walked up the spiral stairs
to Sonny’s room pushing his room door open. 



“There‘s no food in the house..” I said crossing my arms over his
chest, this time I wasn’t lying. My ass was hungry and I wanted
some food NOW. Sonny stared at me for a second then sat up and
said. “Get ready” I closed my eyes happy he wasn’t trying to get
smart with me. I turned on my heels with a smile on my face.
Finally I was going to breath fresh air. 





I stared around the restaurant with twisted lips then looked at
Sonny “Why are we here” he ignored my question and told the lady
two people. She lead us to hour table and we took our seats. The
waiter gave us our menus, I put mines down and stared at Sonny who
was looking through his. “Aight let say this again because
obviously you didn’t understand me the first time…. What
the fuck are we doing here!” I said raising my
voice, Caesar glared at me shaking his head annoyed “You was hungry
right?” he asked, I nodded. “Aight then,
stop bitching” with that he raised his menu blocking
his face from my view and searched for his order. 



I huffed and opened my menu searching for an order as well. I
lifted my head and found a couple of stares my direction. I rolled
my eyes lifting the menu up covering my face. “How long do we have
to be here?” I asked him irritated with the stares I was receiving
“Calm down Shorty….just chill” he said calmly still searching for
his order. I huffed putting my menu down “I have to pee” I got up
from the booth and started down the narrowed aisle to the bathroom.
I don’t understand why Sonny chose to go out and eat when he could
of simply delivered. There were couples conversing, families
eating, waiters rushing back and forth with dirty plates and
ordered ones. 



“Excuse me..” I asked the man before me, his back was facing me so
I couldn’t get a view of his facial. He turned around with a smile
on his face. He was ready to say something but he stopped and eyed
me up and down seductively: obviously liking what he saw, I was
disgusted. I stared at the man carefully he looked far too
familiar. 



“Zeon the kids are in the car let‘s go!” instantly my body froze I
attempted turning around and running back to the table where Sonny
was, but my muscles stiffened: I couldn’t do shit but stare at the
man who ruined my life to no return. I could feel my body tremble
with fear. I fought the tears back so he wouldn’t see me cry. Zeon
stared back at me like he knew me from some where. 



“Zeon come on!” the girl yelled.



“C-coming” he stammered. He stared at me for another minute before
turning on his heels and walking out of IHops. 



I let go of my breath and closed my eyes revealed he was out of my
presence. I turned on my heels not in the mood to pee anymore. I
grabbed Sonny’s menu closing it and throwing to the floor. “We have
to go NOW” my voice cracked, Sonny frowned staring me in the eyes,
at first he was ready to cuss my ass out but when he heard how
serious I was he nodded. I closed my eyes thanking God he didn’t
give me any problems because me and him would have been thumping. I
stood up straight and started walking out of I Hops brushing pass
our waiter. Sonny was right behind me, he unlocked the car door and
I hopped in. I wiped the stray tear before Sonny got in his side
and saw me crying. 



The whole car ride back home was silent. Sonny didn’t bother to ask
me any questions which I was happy he didn’t because I wasn’t
trying to answer them. The car parked infront of the house. I got
out closing the door shut sternly. I took out the house keys from
my pocket opening my the door, I walked into the house rushing
upstairs to my room. I heard Sonny calling my name but I ignored
him and proceeded upstairs to my room. I closed my door letting all
my tears I held in since I Hops burst. I slid down to the floor my
back against the door and my knees pressed against my chest.



Horrifying scenes of my past flashed before me. I cried harder not
caring if Sonny heard me. I can’t believe he’s still alive I
thought he was dead he was suppose to be dead. 



“Get off me…Please; I won’t tell no one” 



The boy ripped my under wear off throwing it to the side. I
screamed on top of my lungs for him to please stop. He ignored my
cries and a mischievous smile displaying his face, before attacking
my neck. My legs were pinned to the ground by the boy’s friend. My
face transformed into a cherry red as I used all my muscles to get
these guys off of me. 



Bang, Bang, Bang



“Chyna!” Sonny yelled from the other end of the door.



My insides were tore apart as the boy rammed inside of me
repeatedly. I felt like I was going to die any minute. I know I was
loosing pounds of blood. My lids grew heavy but thoughts of Pops
made me gain my strength again and started fighting back. I
couldn’t imagine his face if he found out his only daughter his
baby girl was dead. I couldn’t make him suffer.



“Mother fucker get off me!”



“Chyna!”



“Help!”



“Chyna!”



“Help please! Help!”



“Chyna!”



“Damn this pussy is fucking tight B”



Sonny broke the door in I looked up staring into his eyes. My tears
cascading down my pink shaded cheeks. I jumped off of my bed and
ran up to him. Our bodies collided into each other. He stumbled
back holding the wall for balance. My arms made their way around
his neck and held on. I cried on his chest letting all my suffering
and pain I dealt with for three fucking years out. At first he was
hesitant to hug me back. However when he realized I needed that
comfort his arms made their way around my waist. 



Because of those mother fuckers my life has been a hell hole. They
were part of the reason why I dressed like a nigga, looked like a
nigga, talked like a nigga and wasn’t ever able to be a girl. I
won’t ever go back to being that girl. Who knows who will take
advantage of my body again. I’m not having that shit go down
again; I’ll kill a nigga.



















Chapter 8
Benjamin’s Baby


Chapter Eight

Benjamin’s Baby



I held Chyna in my arms for long while before pulling away. I
didn’t know whether she ask her what’s wrong or just turn around
and go to my room. But that would be fucked up if I did her like
that; chick is going through some shit right now. Maybe she misses
her father that’s why she’s crying. To be real I didn’t want to ask
her any questions I didn’t even want to ask her if she was okay.
Because more tears would surface her face and I can’t deal with
that shit. I wasn’t trying to be fucked up though so I picked
Chyna’s chin up, her eyes staring into mines. 



“You good Shorty?” I asked her my voice timid. She wiped the water
fall from her face and nodded. “I’m straight; sorry for being a
little bitch like that….I’m just missing Pops right now” she
confessed, I knew it. I shrugged my shoulder sliding
my hands in my pockets before turning around. I started down the
hall to my room. Something in the back of my mind was bugging me
like it was trying to tell me something. But I brushed it off. If
it was that important I would have found out already. I closed the
room door behind me fetching for my cell phone. 



I dialed Denzel’s number to see what’s good with him but he didn’t
pick up. Instead it went straight to voicemail. He must be in a
meeting. I left him a text to call me and threw my phone on the
bed. I opened the patio connected to my room stepping out, staring
off into the horizion. The sun was setting, different shades of
purple, blue, pink, yellow, and orange painted the sky while the
sun settled. I leaned against the patio my eyes scheming it’s
surroundings.



My mind started to wonder back to I Hops. I really wanted to know
why Chyna wanted to leave so sudden. I could tell by her body
language and her facial she was terrified; like she saw a ghost.
Since I wasn’t trying to make a scene in the restaurant I nodded
and followed behind her. In the car she was trembling but I decided
against asking what her problem was. Because the Chyna I know
doesn’t tremble nor cries like a new born baby. She stands her
ground she doesn’t’ care what a nigga or bitch thinks of her. She
marches to her own beat. Even if she is in the wrong she would
fight you until she was right. It didn’t make any sense to me; it
was starting to irk the fuck out me. I wanted to know what was up
with home girl. 



Yet again I decided against it, shit wasn’t really my business.
Denzel didn’t pay me to play Dr. Phil with his daughter. He paid me
to watch her and that’s exactly what I’m doing. My cell phone went
off I grabbed it from my bed Denzel flashed on
the screen. I pressed talk placing the phone to my ear. 



“What up D”



“I want my Two fifty”



“Who the fuck is this?”



“This is Macho nigga, I want my money in two weeks or Big Nigga‘s
dead”-Click!



I stared at my phone dumb founded. This is Macho nigga, I want my
money in two weeks or Big Nigga‘s dead. My mind was racing I paced
back and forth for about thirty minutes in deep thought wondering
how I was going to come up with Two hundred fifty thousand in
fucking two weeks? I wasn’t going back to selling on the block that
shits not me anymore. I picked my phone up searching my contacts I
pressed the green button on Max’s number. 



“Fuck you bitch, get the fuck out my crib!” I heard Max yell on the
other end. I chuckled at his ass, he still messing with those no
good hoes. 



“Who the fuck this?” he said through the receiver.



“Who else nigga!”



“Oh shit Sonny! What up nigga! How you been? How’s life treating
you”



“It’s straight.. When can we meet up?” I asked him getting straight
to the point. 



“Give me about an hour”



“Aight meet me at Commerce Bank”



“See you then”-Click

_____________________________________________________________________________________




“When does he want the money?” Max asked me staring out the tinted
window of my Cadillac. I explained to him about my phone call; shit
was an emergency. “In two weeks..” he nodded slowly turning his
head my direction. “So you ready?” he asked a mischievous smile
painted on his face. I gave him daps ready to get this shit
popping. I put on my mask placing my pistol underneath my shirt and
tucked it in my jeans. I climbed out my Cad locking the doors shut.
I walked into Commerce Bank with Max behind me. 



“Get the fuck down!” I yelled taking my pistol out and pointing it
at all my victims. Screams and cries echoed throughout the bank as
everyone fell to the floor. Max jumped behind the counter pointing
his gun at the Lady employee. 



“Hurry the fuck up bitch! Time is fucking money!” he yelled, I
looked at the clock we only had five minutes to get a good amount
of money then bounce. I pointed my gun at all the these useless
mother fuckers. One of the security guards attempted to reach their
gun but I shot his hand. He screeched in pain holding his bleeding
hand with the other. Kids started to cry and babies along with a
couple of women and men. Pussy ass nigga’s.



I looked at the clock again; three minutes. 



“We running out of time Bruh!” I yelled, Max threw a black bag at
me I caught it in mid air while walking backwards to the Exit. Max
jumped the counter holding a small bag in his hand. I pointed my
gun around making sure no one tried playing Hero.
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Suspicion



“Today Commerce Bank was robbed at 3;15 in the afternoon. One
security Guard was shot in the hand others weren’t in any harm…
about twenty five thousand dollars were stolen from the bank … Cops
are now investigating the scene” 



I turned the Tv off changing the channel to BET. The house door
opened, Sonny walked in the house an all black Nike bag. I looked
at my watch it was Six O clock. He said he was going to the Gym to
work out for an hour, he was there for three hours.
But I wasn’t sweating it, I felt better with him gone anyways.
Behind him followed a short light skinned boy with
braids. 



“Who the fuck?” I said out loud speaking my mind. I got up
from the couch following Sonny and his friend. They walked upstairs
in a regular pace. Sonny looked behind him, his eyes meeting mines.
My brow raised a fraction telling him ‘who the fuck is
this?’. He sucked his teeth rolling his eyes. He opened his
room door letting his friend walk in before him. Before I could say
anything he closed the door in my face. I had it, this nigga been
closing doors in my face with out a problem. And I’m getting tired
of his disrespectful ass. 



I banged on the door until he opened it. “What?” he asked me
irritated but I didn’t give a fuck I was going to give him a piece
of my fucking mind. “You know I’m sick of you closing the damn door
in my fucking face! This is my mother fucking house and if I want
you out this mother fucker best believe your ass will be out in a
flash once I call Pops, so don’t get it twisted
nigga!” I yelled in Sonny’s face. I heard his friend chuckle in the
background. I looked pass Sonny to his friend who just pushed my
fucking button. Being that Sonny wasn’t saying shit then his friend
was laughing in my fucking face. I wasn't liking
it. 



“And who the fuck is this mother fucker? Your fucking fuck buddy! I
didn‘t know you went that way Sonny, I didn‘t know you liked it up
the ass!” Sonny frowned cocking his head back.



“What!” I heard both of them say. 



“Whoa, whoa momma! Don’t get shit twisted I love me some pussy and
I can show you that shit-he eyed me up and down licking his lip- a
nigga try pulling his dick out and sticking it in my fucking ass
I’m murking! Don’t fucking play” he said with all
seriousness. 



I looked at Sonny then back at his friend. A frustrated sigh
escaped Sonny’s lips “Look Chyna I have some business to handle can
you just give me and Max an hour then he’ll be on his way” he
explained. 



I crossed my arms hesitant to let this shit go. I wanted to
say I’m the business you should be handling. But I
been a smart mouth with him since he got here. Minus well give him
some sort of break.



“Fine..” I looked at Max he winked at me and blew
me a kiss. I rolled my eyes turning on my heels. I started back
downstairs to the living room. I took my seat back on the couch
watching 106 and Park. 



Just like Sonny told me, Max left in a hour. But he wouldn’t leave
without flirting with me. I shook my head at him while he blew me
another kiss winking his eye at me, and Sonny behind him escorting
him out the house. I turned off the TV in the living room upstairs
to my room.

_____________________________________________________________________________________




Six O’ clock flashed on and off on my Alarm clock. I rubbed them
before stretching my body. I got up from bed walking to the
bathroom retrieving for my tooth brush and paste. After brushing my
teeth and washing my face I stripped naked then turned the shower
on. When the water grew hot I hopped in and washed my hair and
body. For a whole thirty minutes I was in the shower before cutting
it off and hopping out. I rapped the towel around my physique and
paced to my room quickly shutting the door closed. I opened my
closet door and took out a small red T and my gray Dickie jeans. I
grabbed my white skull belt and changed into my cloths.



By the time I was fully ready it was Seven twenty. I grabbed my
Jansport bag pack throwing it over my shoulders. My two weeks were
over now, and it was time for me to go back to school. I dreaded
the thought of going back, I swear school really isn't for me, all
I did was get into fights and trouble. But for Pops I’ma try to do
my best today and not get into any trouble and stick to my work. I
poured me a bowl of Trix taking a seat at the Island. The house was
silent and to my surprise Sonny wasn’t up usually he’s up at this
time. I shrugged at the thought and proceeded eating my
cereal.

_____________________________________________________________________________________


I stared at the clock attached to the wall underneath the class
door. I waited for the big hand to land on the twelve which was
only seconds away from it. My eye’s maneuvered throughout the class
while my fingernails tapped the desk rapidly. Ms looked at the
clock then at class. Before she opened her mouth the bell rang. I
thanked God silently rising to my feet grabbing my
books. 



“Remember homework Pg. 945, 2-24 evens only” 



I walked out of class into the crowded halls to my locker. School
was half way done and I haven’t got into any altercations with
anyone. I was doing good so far, and was actually proud of myself.
I thought by now some one would come out there neck to me and we
would be fighting. I accessed the combination to my locker and
opened the door. I put my math homework in my Jansport bag pack and
retrieved for my English notebook. I closed my locker and started
to my next class.

_____________________________________________________________________________________




“Bye Chichi!”



My boies passed by giving me daps. I watched them all walk into
student parking lot while waiting for Sonny to pick me up. I told
him God gave me two feet and legs to walk but he insisted picking
me up from school until Pops came back home and his Job was over.
Ever since Max came over Sonny has been in his room more often. He
would come out only to check on me, take a shower, or eat. It was
starting to make me a little suspicious. Everyday I would come up
with a reason to barge in his room and catch him in action. But
when I did, I would find it empty or him laying on his back
watching Tv.



After a couple of days without TV in his room we went to Wal-Mart*
to buy a new flat screen TV. To make it even more worse he was
using the money Pops gave him for me. You know how much weed I
could of bought? Shit that’s a lot of herb. Sonny rolled infront of
my school I made my way over to his car. It was nice, a Cadillac in
fact, my favorite car. I loved me some Cadi’s,
the way they look the interior, it all gave me
goosebumps. 



I opened the passenger seat to find no other than Max. I rolled my
eyes shutting the door in his face and got in the back. Sonny
pressed on gas once I closed the door and sped off. The whole ride
was silent until Max opened his mouth I cringed my teeth, I knew
something smart was going to come out. 



“So Ms. Chyna tell me about your self” 



I looked at Sonny who seemed to be too focused on the road. You
could never tell what he was thinking and that was irritating.
Because I need to know what someone’s thinking he‘s
so; suspicious. I rolled my eyes at Max and pulled
out my I pod. I didn’t bother answering his question; just a waste
of my breath. Max turned around and looked at me I stared out the
window acting like I didn’t know a thing. I heard him smack his
lips and turn back around; Sonny giggled. 



Once we got home I was the first one out the car. It felt so good
to be home I unlocked the house door and walked in. Sonny and Max
walked in after me, I raced upstairs to my room. The first thing I
was going to do was fall sleep. Then get Dig to buy me some weed;
my boy Jamie bought me a blunt during lunch, all I need is the herd
and I’m straight. 

_____________________________________________________________________________________




I woke up from my slumber rubbing the boogers from my eyes. I
glanced at my digital clock it read 7;00. “Shit” I got up
from bed snatching my LX from the dresser. I dialed Dig’s number
and waited for him to pick up. 



“Yo this is Dig, if I didn’t pick up it’s because I don’t want to
talk to your ass don’t call my number again, Duces” I rolled my
eyes at Dig’s stupid ass voicemail. 



Beep



“Bitch answer your damn phone; I need me a boozy call me
back”-CLICK



I tossed my phone on my bed walking into the hall and downstairs.
It was pitch black downstairs so I turned the living room light on
and took a seat on the couch. 



“Central Bank was just robbed $25,000. One employee was shot in
between her eyes, and both security guards were shot in the heart.
No other victims were hurt, Cops are investigating the scene as we
spe-”



That’s the second time a bank was robbed for twenty five thousand.
Nigga’s stepping there game up from the corner to the bank. I shook
my head turning the TV off. Forget this TV shit I need to do my
homework. As I started upstairs I heard the front door downstairs
open and close. I looked behind me to find Sonny with his Nike bag
handing from his shoulder. He went to the Gym today and was out for
about three hours. The funny thing about it is when ever he comes
back from the gym he’s not sweaty, and the gym is only five blocks
away from the crib. I was a little suspicious. 



Sonny passed by me jogging upstairs to his room. I frowned
following behind him I stared at the Nike Bag then at Sonny’s back.
His muscles were visible through his wife beater. He looked behind
me and sucked his teeth. Sonny stopped at his room door and turned
around. 



“What Chyna?”



“What’s in your bag?” I pointed, he looked at his bag then back up
at me.



“None of your business” I posted my right hand on my hip twisting
my lips. 



“Everything in my house is my
business” I corrected him, he smacked his lips leaning his back
against the door. 



“I can do this all day Chichi” I
rolled my eyes at him calling me by my nick name and smiled before
saying. 



“Me too!”
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After twenty minutes of standing face to face with Sonny's, I
decided to give up and go to my room. I was still suspicious
though; what the fuck was in that Nike bag?. That’s all I wanted to
know, he could of simply unzipped the bag and showed me. My LX sang
blame it by Jamie Foxx I picked it up pressing TALK. It was Dig
calling me.



“You rang?” I asked with a bit of chuckle.



“Yea I’m at the gates, are you going to open them?” he asked his
voice possessing irritation. I ignored his attitude and hung up
tossing my phone on the bed. I started downstairs to the front
door, slipping on my Adidas sandals before exiting out the house. I
saw Dig posted on the cemented wall with his hands hiding in his
Polo jeans. Full concerned spread across my face, I accessed the
code for the gates to open once they were wide enough, I walked
out.



It was so easy for me to leave right now and chill with Dig, but I
still had a mission to accomplish. Dig’s fitted covered half of his
face only revealing the bottom half. I removed his fitted from his
head and placed it on mines. 



“You got my goods?” I asked him raising my eyebrow. He sighed
pulling out the small bag of weed placing it in my
palm. 



I frowned again “You okay?” I put the weed in my pocket. He didn’t
give me any contact, it was starting to bother me “Digga?” I called
his name demanding him to look at me, his brown eyes looked into my
green ones; there was something wrong. 



“You okay?” I repeated myself, he looked away ignoring my contact.
After a couple of seconds he looked at me again and
said. 



“I’m good just going through some shit with some dudes…” he issued
me, I cocked my head back balling my hands into fits. I was ready
to fuck a nigga up “Who?” I asked him my voice hype, he chuckled
and pushed me back. 



“Chill Chichi it’s not that serious…” 



I put my hands down crossing them “Don’t play Dig, you my nigga no
matter what, I got you” I told him nudging his shoulder. He laughed
again pushing me away from him. I looked through the gates and saw
Sonny outside the house walking mines and Dig’s direction. I rolled
my eyes. 



“What this nigga want?” I mumbled. 



“I’m out C talk later” I looked away from Sonny to Dig to find him
already getting in his truck. I smacked my lips accessing the code
for the gates to open again. I walked through the narrow entrance
and pressed the code for the steal gates to close. Sonny stopped in
front me, I stared at him with a poker face. 



“Don’t worry I wasn’t on the run… I just needed something to puff
on… you smoke” I asked him with a smirk. He stared at the small bag
of weed then back at me. 



“I don’t smoke weed I smoke blacks” I rolled my eyes and
said.



“Same shit” 



“Nah there’s a difference, weed is a drug-”



“And a black isn’t? it’s the fucking same thing as a cigarette” I
cut him off he sucked his teeth annoyed. We both walked back into
the house, I kicked my Adidas off and started upstairs behind
Sonny.



“You should try it… it’s good shit” I told him but he ignored my
comment and proceeded down the hall.



“Pussy” Sonny stopped in his tracks turning on his heels
slowly facing me. I smiled, i knew i hit a spot. 



“What you say?” he grimaced. 



“I said you’re a pussy” 



We were now face to face, it scared the fuck out of me because I
don’t remember the nigga moving. But I wasn’t going to show him my
fear. He grimaced me up and down like he was going to do something;
air exhaled and inhaled through his nostrils. His chest heaved up
and down. If this nigga was going to throw down he better be
fucking quick because I’m so ready to fuck someone’s ass up. Sonny
stared into my eyes and said. 



“Roll that shit” 
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Clouds of smoke filled the empty space in the living room. I took a
pull from the blunt and passed it to Sonny; I laughed at him when
he inhaled the herb. You could tell he never smoked a blunt in his
life and how he coughed each time he let the smoke linger in his
lungs. I covered my mouth preventing me from laughing but I
couldn’t hold it in. Sonny grimaced me and passed the blunt, I
snatched it from his fingertips placing the end of the blunt
between my lips. 



“I don’t know how the fuck you do this shit” he complained, I
rested my back on the couch throwing my head back. 



“You talked to pops?” I asked him staring at the ceiling, he didn’t
say anything, I know he heard me. I picked my head up and looked at
him “Hello..” he looked at me annoyed “What..?” I sucked my teeth
“Nigga you heard me” I said getting irritated. 



“I talked to him when you was sleeping, he said he loves you and he
misses you. He said he’s turning his phone off” I stared at Sonny
like he was stupid, daddy never turns his phone off. This niggas
trying to play me. 



“Pops never turns off his phone” I told him nonchalant he shrugged
“Now he is… he said he’ll call me later to see how things are
going” I wasn’t believing shit he just said “Then why didn’t he
call me to tell he was turning off his phone?” I asked him turning
the blunt off. “Because he didn’t have much time, that’s why he
wanted me to tell you… I don’t know why you acting like you don’t
believe me; I wouldn’t lie to you Chyna” I narrowed
my eyes tilting my head to the side; was this nigga really telling
me the truth? He sounds serious and he does look like the type who
doesn’t lie. Sonny stared back at me I swore he didn’t blink the
whole five minutes I analyzed him. 



“Whatever” I threw my hands at him, he chuckled “I told you..” he
said rising to his feet only to fall back down. “Fuck” he covered
his face with the both of his hands shaking his head from side to
side. I busted out laughing pointing at him, he shot his head up
glaring at me. “Fuck you” he cursed, I stopped laughing and gave
him the finger. He smiled staring at me lustfully, I cocked my head
back staring at him like he was crazy. He started laughing and got
back up walking upstairs to his room. 



I stared at the dirty glass table. I sighed reaching for the rag
under it and began cleaning all the ashes from the table spilling
them into the small trash can. I removed the DVD cases from the
table placing them back with the other DVDs. Sonny’s phone started
to ring, I looked at caller ID Denzel flashed on and off.
A smile curved my lips I snatched the phone without thinking twice
and pressed TALK.



“Hey Pops” 



“Who the fuck is this?” the man on the other end said. I
immediately grew furious who the fuck was using my fathers phone
then had the nerve to talk to me like he the fucking
King. 



“Nah nigga who the fuck is this?” I corrected him he
started laughing.



“I know exactly who the fuck this is… this is Denzel’s little
girl-he kept laughing-hi baby girl this is Macho I suggest you and
Sonny get my money before you don’t see your daddy ever
again”-CLICK



I stared at the phone furious, no mother fucking nigga is going to
talk to me like they fucking own me. I sped upstairs to Sonny’s
room. I didn’t bother knocking on the door, in fact as I think of
it I never knock on his door. I kicked open the door stomping into
Sonny’s room. He swung around with stacks of money in his hands. I
stared at the money in his hands then at his bed where stacks and
stacks of dough rested.



It then hit me once I put two and two together. This
mother fucker was robbing banks. I threw his phone at him and
charged. 



“When the fuck were you going to tell me Sonny, Huh?” I threw his
phone at him. He looked at me as if I were crazy, and right about
now I was about to go crazy on his ass. “When were you going to
tell me huh Sonny, fucking answer the damn question Sonny!” I
yelled pushing his body on to the bed. His eyes widened when
realizing what I was talking about. That’s when I lost
it. 



“You said he loves me, and misses me nigga! The nigga is fucking
kidnapped and you didn’t tell me shit…” I held my fist back and
swung with all my force behind it. Sonny blocked my hits while I
repeatedly hit him everywhere. Then I felt his hands rap around my
wrist and my back hit the wall hard.



“Get off-I can’t believe this; I actually believed you… I
fucking believed-you” I felt the tears coming. I hung my head
low so he wouldn’t see my eyes glisten. I wasn’t going to cry
especially not in front of this kid. I cried once infront of him
I’m not doing it again. I pushed Sonny off me storming out his room
if I dared to look at him I swore I was going to go crazy. My room
door slammed shut behind me, I paced back and forth attempting to
calm myself down. Instead it was making me more and pissed the fuck
off; what the fuck am I doing? Pops is probably hurting right now
and I’m walking back and forth. I walked back out my room to find
Sonny sitting on the edge of his bed with his face in his
hands.



I rested the side of my frame on the frame of the door my arms
crossing each other. 



“I didn’t want to tell you..” he said, I frowned straightening my
back. 



He looked at me staring into my eyes “I couldn’t see you cry
again…” he confessed, I was surprised but didn’t express it. “I
wasn’t going to cry” I lied “I would flip but not cry” Sonny gave
me that ‘yea right’ look, I rolled my eyes. 



“Fuck you” I spat, he sighed heavily, straightening his back. I
watched him transfer into deep thought. I analyzed his body
language that was the only way I could tell what he was
thinking. 



“I’m down…” I told him sitting beside him, he frowned averting his
eyes at me. “This is my father we’re talking about, he needs me… ”
Sonny shook his head disagreeing “Nah shorty, your father would
kill me if he found out you was down..” I sucked my teeth rolling
my brown eyes. “Fuck that shit, I don’t care what he says; Sonny
I’m ready to get shit on and poppin’ ” Sonny wasn’t buying shit I
was saying “Look, no matter what you say, I’m not going to back
down …. Sonny; I can’t loose him” I could feel myself breaking, I
turned my head away from Sonny so he wouldn’t see me
cry; what the fuck is wrong with me?



“I lost my mother… her family doesn’t want shit to do with me, I
don’t even know anyone from my dads side…. He’s all I
have; and I would go crazy if I loose him, you have to-I
closed my eyes- please say yes” I couldn’t
believe how soft I was getting, first the crying; now the
‘please’ word. Something’s wrong with me, or maybe it’s
because Pop’s life is in danger and I would do anything to make
sure he’s in no harm. Caesar shook his head no. 



“I can’t Chyna… you have school to worry about” 



I rolled my eyes “You have to be kidding me… Pops is waay more
important than this shit.. And plus who the fuck is going to watch
me while you’re gone?” Sonny fell into deep thought. 



“Exactly” He shook his head he couldn’t. 



“I’ll have someone watch you” he made an excuse. I sighed growing
more aggravated. 



“You have to be shitting me Sonny! This is my father we are talking
about!” at this point my tears won the battle, they cascaded down
my cheeks staining them. I stared Sonny dead in the eye “You cant…
do this t me” I retorted in clenched teeth. Sonny looked like he
was backed into a corner, I understand this was a hard decision but
right about now; Denzel was way more important than fucking
school. 



Sonny faced me his facial expressed no emotion; I tried observing
his body language, but he’s too fucking hard to read. 



“Nah kidd”





I rised to my feet hella pissed and punched the wall. if i didn't,
that would be his face smashed against my fist. 



"I fucking hate you!" 



For some weird reason i couldn't touch him, but i was so close to.
i swung around facing Sonny, my chest heaved up and down. I took in
deep breaths, he was now standing on his two feet.



"You need to calm down with that Chyna, I already got enough shit
on my fucking plate” 



“You aint my Daddy Sonny, I don’t have to listen to shit you said,
I only listened to your ass ‘cause pops wanted me too, now he’s
probably dead because of your ass!” I yelled, Sonny shook his head
balling his hands into fist. 



“So you gonna hit me?” I yelled getting in his grill. He pushed me
back “Get the fuck on Chyna, I’m warning you” he didn’t scare
me. 



“And if I don’t..?” 



“Look I know your ass is pissed off with the situation,
but I’m doing my fucking best!” he yelled at
me, letting me get the best of him. 



“Well your ass isn’t doing a mother fucking job, ‘cause he could be
fucking dead now”



“You keep arguing with me Chyna he just might!” I raised my hand to
smack him, but I immediately found my back on the floor and his
hand rapped around my neck. 



“Don’t do it Chyna.. Don’t fucking do it”
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“Hey… get up” I snatched Chyna’s sheets off of her, and turned her
light on. She groaned grabbing her pillow and throwing it at me. I
dodged it and made my way back to her bed. 



“Chyna, get up” I repeated myself, she turned on her belly. I
sighed annoyed and grabbed her leg pulling her off the bed. She
started to yell but I didn’t care, her ass hit the carpet
first. 



“Ahh, what the fuck!” she yelled at me rubbing her ass, I chuckled;
she looked cute. 



“Get ya ass up, don’t make me repeat myself”



Chyna sucked her teeth and got up. “Too late… Get out, I need to
change" she told me with much attitude. I chuckled shaking my head;
will I ever get use to her attitude?



_____________________________________________________________________________________




Chyna walked downstairs to the kitchen and poured herself a bowl of
cereal. I wanted to talk to her about yesterday but I knew that
would set a fire. But I needed to let her in on some shit. I walked
into the kitchen taking a seat across from Chyna. She didn’t bother
looking at me, she stayed looking down at her cereal playing with
it. 



“You gone eat your cereal?” I asked her trying to make
conversation. She glared at me then looked at her cereal.



“What you want Sonny? To get more on my nerves, cause if that’s
your goal, then its fucking working” she retorted, I sighed. I need
to stop playing games with her, she in pain about her father, and
I’m trying to crack a joke.



“Look Chyna.. About yester-”



“I don’t want to hear about it” she took a bite of her
cereal.



“Yea but I do”



“And I don’t, but if you want you can talk to your self about it,
shit if that’s what makes you happy; go for it” she shrugged, I
shook my head; she has a smart ass mouth.



“I would never let your father die on my watch Ch-”



“Fuck we talking about this for Sonny; we’re probably too late” she
pushed her bowl away wiping the tears from her eyes. I looked out
the window ignoring her cries, I hated the fact she’s been crying
over every thing. 



“I’ma be late for school… you ready?” she asked me standing on her
two feet. I sighed and got up walking pass Chyna to the door, I
opened it and walked out. Chyna brushed pass me to the Cadi and got
in. 

_____________________________________________________________________________________




“Don’ get into any trouble” Chyna looked at me and laughed.



“Don’t worry Daddy, I’ll be a little good girl” she gave me a kiss
on the cheek and rolled her eyes. She has a smart ass mouth. “Sike”
she yelled closing my door shut. I shook my head and watched her
drag herself in school. I drove off when she was gone. The whole
car ride back to Denzel’s my mind was fucked up, it was rapped up
with Chyna. I tried turning the radio on so my thoughts of Chyna
would drown, but it made it even worse. Drake-Best I Ever Had was
playing. 



‘sweat pants hair tied, chilling with no make up on, that’s
when you’re the prettiest I hope that you don’t take it
wrong’



I turned the radio off, and sighed. Today was definitely going to
be a long day. 

___________________________________________________________________________




I turned the car off and got out. I felt my hip vibrate, I took it
out and Denzel flashed. I sighed before answering.



“Yo?”



“Where’s baby girl?” I heard Denzel on the other end. I sighed, a
relief he wasn’t dead. 



“She’s at school… I just dropped her off” I heard him sigh a relief
as well.



“Good.. They still got me in this bitch, but they finally let a
nigga talk… when you see baby girl tell her to call me”



“Aight, you want me to do anything else?”



“Just take good of my princes-” Denzel was cut off and Macho
started to talk. 



“You got my money pussy?” I closed my eyes cringing;
that word made me want to murder someone.



“I got your money” I said between clench teeth.



“Aww, did I hit a spot-he laughed-I better get my money by the end
of next week”



“Yea what ever nigga”



“Or else, don’t play with my mind kidd, or big man is fucking dead,
then his princess is next; I got niggas watching you out there boy,
hint, hint” he laughed in my ear before hanging up. The grasp on my
phone tightened. I couldn’t believe this shit, for some reason I
have a feeling Macho isn’t going to keep his word, and kill Denzel
either way. So that meant I had to play my cards right. 



I unlocked the house door and closed it behind me. This time I knew
better to get my ass a set so I wouldn’t have to climb up Chyna’s
porch again. I jogged upstairs to my room, I didn’t bother closing
the door, no one was here. I sat on the edge of my bed staring at
the white wall before me.



“Look I know your ass is pissed off with the situation, but I’m
doing my fucking best!”



“Well your ass isn’t doing a mother fucking job, ‘cause he could be
fucking dead by now!”



I shook my head; I can’t let that happen, I wont let that shit
happen. The whole day I tried occupying myself with something, but
it was hard to with Chyna and Denzel on my mind. And for some
reason I had this feeling I was going to let Chyna in. but I can’t,
school comes first. I don’t even know why I’m worried about her
going to school. Shit if it was any other bitch I would have been
had her ride with me. Nah that’s a lie, I can’t just let any bitch
ride with me—I stopped my thoughts. I was rambling and didn’t even
realize it.



“Ughh” I groaned, the house door downstairs closed; indicating
Chyna was here. I got up from my bed and started downstairs, Chyna
was jogging upstairs. I frowned, she didn’t have her bag, and her
shirt and pants were stained; with blood. I frowned and stopped her
in her tracks.



“Chyna what happened?” I asked her, she snatched my hands from her
shoulders and pushed me to the side. I don’t even know why I asked,
her ass isn’t going to tell me. I heard Chyna brake shit in her
room and be destructive. I frowned walking up the stairs to her
room. I’m not the type to get in someone’s business but living with
Chyna who a couple of weeks, and days. I was curious. 



I saw Chyna burst out her room with a bat; I stared at her cloths.
What the fuck happened?



“Chyna what the fuck happened?” 



“Move, I’ma kill that bitch” I frowned, grabbing her arms. She
attempted pushing me but I pushed her back against the wall.



“What happened?”



I cupped my hand under her chin so she could look at
me. 



“What the fuck happened?”



“Why the fuck you care?” she retorted, I sucked my teeth.



“Just fucking tell me” I stammered. 



“That bitch Shaniqua jumped me after school, and took my shit, I
know where ha ass be at and I’ma kill her!” 

 

Sonny aligned his car along the side
walk. Chyna grimaced at Shaniqua and her crew; smoking what
rightfully belonged to her. After school was over Chyna decided to
head to the corner store near the alley. She wasn't thinking at all
because she forgot all about Shaniqua wanting to jump her. So just
like Shaniqua planned, when she caught Chyna walking alone her and
her crew pulled Chyna into the alley and jumped her. On top of that
took Chyna's goods. That's when you pushed Chyna's button; all of
them. 



Never, ever, ever, ever take Chyna's goods because you will regret
it. Chyna attempted jumping out of Sonny's car but he stopped
her. 



She scoffed "What the fuck's wrong?" He frowned, he noticed when
Chyna cursed it didn't sound right nor made her look
good. 



"You know you don't sound right when all those damn cuss words come
out your mouth, right baby girl?" He retorted licking his lips.
Chyna rolled her eyes pushing his hand from her shoulder.



"Whatever kidd, but I have some business to handle, and your taking
up my time" 



Chyna again attempted opening Sonny's door but he quickly and
smoothly leaned over her and closed it shut. Chyna closed her eyes
so tight it was making her head hurt.



"What the fuck Sonny? Did we come here for no reason?" she
questioned him increasing her volume. 



"You have to do this shit right Baby girl, you can't just run up on
them niggas and get your ass jumped again; 'cause if that's how you
want it, then tell me and I’ll watch them beat your ass" Chyna
narrowed her eyes; Sonny was really getting on her nerves.



"Fuck off" 



Sonny nodded; He won 



"Aright so follow me, I'ma show you how to fuck wit' these rainbow
niggas heads"



"—What if it doesn't work?" She cut him off. Sonny sucked his
teeth. All his plans worked, he looked at Chyna and noticed she
wasn't convinced. 



"You trust me?"



_______________________________________________________________________




"Pass that shit… "



Rogger one of Shaniqa's homies said snatching the blunt from her
hand, instead of waiting for her to pass it. Like the tradition
goes; puff puff pass. Shaniqua scowled at Rogger and in one swift
movement punched him in his arm. Leaving a bruise printed on hs
shoulder. Rogger winced at the pain. "Fuuuckkk" He cried causing
Shaniqua and her crew to laugh at him. He grimaced while gently
rubbing his arm from the pain. 



"Man you lucky I’m not a girl, I’d whoop your ass
like Chyna" 



Shaniqua's nostrils flared, if you looked close enough you could
see smoke releasing. Rogger then regretted the words that purposely
slipped from his lips. He knew he pulled a trigger, and was now
going to face the consequences. Shaniqua pushed her ass off of the
rock she sat on getting in Roggers face.



"Hey sweet thang"



Shanqia closed her mouth twisting her head around. Her eyes met
with a pair. She smiled at the beautiful creature before her,
Infatuated with his features; flawless. The man licked his lips
memorized by her physique; if he could he would strip her naked and
fuck her right there. Shaniqua saw some of her girls drooling over
the mysterious man and frowned.



"He's mines bitches, don't even try" she threatened, the girls eyes
fell to the floor disappointed. 



"Hey sexy… what's up?" The man licked his lips staring at her tits.
Shaniqa didn't mind, he could stare at any part of her body he
desired. Shanqiua stared at the man for a couple of minutes and
realized he was about her age; averting his eyes from her breast to
her eyes. 



"You wana take a walk with me, maybe get to know you a little bit?"
he said titling his head tot he side, his eyes falling back on her
breast. Shaniqua was so caught in the moment and taken back his
charm. It didn't take her long to agree and follow him back to his
car, without issuing her crew.



"So what's your name Sweet heart" Shanqiua blushed, never has a guy
called her sweet heart. He's the first. 



"Shaniqua… What about you sexy" He licked his lips walking around
the car. He opened the car door for her, and let her get in.
Shaniqua hopped in and Sonny closed the door. He crouched down
folding his hands over the frame of the window and smiled. Chyna
popped out of the back, tightly rapped her arms around Shaniqua's
throat; cutting her circulation. Shaniqua grabbed Chyna's arms so
she could let go. That made Chyna's grip around Shaniqua's neck
tighten. 



"My names Chyna Black Bitch!" She said between clench
teeth.



Sonny chuckled at the girl, and stood up. He looked up the hill
where Shaniqua's crew was at to see if they were watching. They
were all in their own little world smoking Chyna's herbs. He shook
his head jogging around his Cadi and got in. He looked at Shaniqua
whose face was turning a purplish blue; she laughed and turned the
car on.



"Help… " Shaniqua manage to say. Chyna wasn't giving up though, she
wanted her ass dead. 



"Sorry baby girl; I can't do shit for ya" 



That wasn't shit to Sonny; he didn't mind seeing a dead body lying
next to him. But he didn't know if Chyna could bare it. Shaniqua
was growing closer and closer to being unconsciousness. Chyna let
go of Shaniqua when realizing she wasn't fighting back anymore.
Sonny looked at the girl making sure she was faking it. Then he
exited the highway now in the main lanes. 



"Where we going now?" Chyna asked concerned. She looked at Shaniqua
and more rage boiled her bloods. 



"Fucking bitch" She slapped her on the face leaving her hand print
on Shaniqua's cheek. Sonny chuckled at Chyna, for some weird reason
she was funny in her own little way. Sonny stopped the car in a
construction lane, Chyna frowned.



"We're going to put her here?" Sonny ignored Chyna's question and
got out the car. He walked around the car to Shaniqua's side, and
pulled her out by her arm. 



"Well? are you going to help?" He asked dragging her out the car.
Chyna looked at Shaniqua then back at Sonny.



"Your the one who did the dirty work, I don't have to do this" he
added. Chyna sucked her teeth stepping out the car.



"Shut up… "



She grabbed Shaniqua's other arm and helped Sonny drag the
unconscious girl into the woods. 



"Wait here" 



Sonny said walking out of the woods.



"Nigga don't play yourself, you better not leave me" Chyna told him
with so much seriousness in her tone. 



Sonny chuckled "If I could I would" 



Chuckled scowled and simply gave him the finger.



"Sorry, I’m busy right now" And with that he walked out the woods
to the trunk of his car. The whole time Chyna was staring at
Shaniqua's body. She was soo cure she was dead, she shrugged her
shoulders. "Told the bitch to not fuck with me" she told herself.
Sonny walked back in the woods with two shovels. He tossed her one;
she caught it in mid air.



"Start digging" Sonny said.













Chapter 13
Shop it up


Chapter thirteen

`Shop it up



“Where we going now?” I asked checking the time. 



“I need to change ma Cadi” Sonny informed me leaving me
dumbfounded. He looked at me and realized how stuck on stupid I
looked. 



“I have to go to the shop” he chuckled. 



I nodded “I know a spot” I issued him. 



“Nah I got a place already”



“Bet twenty-bills mines is better” Sonny coked his chin forward and
laughed. 



“Funny Baby girl, very funny” 



I frowned “I didn’t crack jokes so I don’t know why your ass is
laughing…” 



“Why do you insist on cussing?” Sonny asked me, his country accent
kicking in. I snapped my neck his direction staring disbelief
“Where you from, ‘cause your damn sure not from here” I told him
interested ignoring his question. Sonny sucked his teeth running
his tongue across them. 



“VA baby… But I was raised out here” I frowned still
confused. 



“If you was raised out here then why you talk like you lived out
there all your life?” Sonny looked at me then back at the
road. 



“Because my dad had that VA accent, and it so happened to grow on
me”



I nodded “…Oh” It was silent for a couple of minutes leaving an
awkward feeling between the two us. “So you taken the offer?” I
asked him, referring to Stone’s shop. Sonny laughed “I rather go
rob a bank before I go to some shop you informing me about” I
flipped Sonny off, rolling her eyes. 



He gets on my nerves. “I’m serious Sonny, no bullshit” I told him
on the real note. Why would I lie to his ass anyways. He glanced at
me and sighed “Where it be at?” I cracked a smile “Take this
right”



_____________________________________________________________________________________




“What the fuck is she doing here?” Stone yelled on the top of his
lungs. His hands in the air his eyes filled with fear. The scar on
his face reddening, Sonny stretched his arm out planting his hand
on Stone’s chest.



“The girl is with me” girl ?



“You mean Chyna, Denzels Black baby girl; hells
fucking nah get her out of here, I’m not trying to die-”



“I work for Denzel, she’s good bruh, calm yo ass down” Stone looked
down at Sonny’s hand then back at Sonny. 



“You better not play me nigga” Sonny sighed then looked back at me
raising his eye brow. “Look stone, we need a trade, my boys Cadi”-I
admired the car-”For one of your whips, you think you can hook a
sister up?” He took a pull of his black narrowing his old eyes at
me. “You seen Dig? I been calling his ass for a days” I frowned, I
haven’t heard or seen Dig for a while either. I shook my head
“Nah…” He threw the black on the floor observing me carefully, to
make sure I’m not lying. My mind started to wander back to the last
time I seen Dig. He wasn’t in a good mood, and he did say he had
beef with some dudes. My mind started to race I could feel my heart
pump out my chest. 



“I have no time for this baby, now look are we going to make this
trade, if not tell me now baby cause I have a shop” 



“Then go on there, I don’t want nobody running they moufs ‘bout
Denzel’s baby being here’ ” Sonny held his hand up for Stone to
shut up already he got the point. “Aight Papa I’m not that hard of
hearing.. Come on Chyna” he snatched my arm and pulled me back to
his car. If I wasn’t in such deep thought about Dig I probably
would of cussed his ass out. But Dig was all up in my
thoughts. 



“Get in” Sonny sounded aggravated; with stone. I don’t blame him,
that short mother fucker deserves a beat down. And I would be in
the front row watching Sonny give him the bongo’s. I climbed in
Sonny’s car still in a daze. I shook my head snapping out of my
thoughts. Stone was staring at me like he had a problem, in return
I gave him the finger. 



Sonny reversed into the main lanes and sped out the Shop.



“I don’t like your people’s” Sonny said gripping the steering
wheel. I looked at him and shrugged “And what you want me to do?” I
asked him, getting smart. He sliced his eyes at me then averted
them back at the road. 



“You got a smart ass mouth you know that?” 



“Don’t’ you love it?” I retorted with a smirk. He glanced at me
before taking a left. 



“Yea, that is a sexy ass mouth” he chuckled eyeing me up and down
before blowing me a kiss and licking his lips. I cocked my head
back. My heart pumping hard again; I swore it was going to beat out
my chest. I looked away from Sonny staring out the window. My body
temperature started to rise, I thought I was in a volcano. That’s
how hot my body grew. I heard Sonny chuckle. I quickly glanced at
him then back out the window. 



It didn’t take long before he stopped the Cadi infront of the shop.
I stared at it then looked at Sonny. 



“This is it?” I asked him, it was so small? Who can turn a Cadi
into something like a Dime?



“Get out… . Oh yea, you owe me twenty-bills baby” 













Chapter 14
Where You At?


Chapter Fourteen

Where you at?



“Call your father” Sonny tossed me his phone. I caught it in mid
air with another dumbfounded look on my face. “You talked to him?”
I asked him in disbelief. He only nodded and made his way in the
shop. Instead of yelling at him about telling me this sooner, I
dialed Pops number and waited for him to answer. “Chyna?” I heard
him say. 



I smiled “Daddy!” I practically yelled. 



“Hey baby girl, hows everything down there” I looked at Sonny who
was conversing with some guy who was about five foot five and fat
plus ugly. I thought about the past events that took place hours
ago. “Great…”



“Your not giving Sonny any problems right baby” I shook my head and
giggled “Not that I know of” 



“Well Pops is doing good over here, I should be leaving back home
soon” I glanced at the ground. I knew he was lying and it hurt me
to know he was. What if this had happened other times and he said
the same thing, that he’s okay, should be home soon. Just to
reassure me that he’s in no harm, so my nerves wont fly sky high,
and so I could focus on school. Which was pretty damn hard with
every one in your business. I sighed through the receiver a little
mad. It’s like I could be mad at Pops about anything, but I could
never get stay mad at him, because I don’t want to hurt him, nor do
I wana loose him. 



There was some noise in the background and Pops immediately said
“Baby girl I have to go, I love you” he sounded irritated.



“Love you to…” before I could finish my sentence he hung up. I let
the dial tone ring in my ear, those mother fuckers better not do
anything to him. Because I swear they hurt him, I’m killing all of
them. Whoever gets in my way too I’m shooting. I didn’t bother
crying, I couldn’t cry I was too upset with the fact my father was
hostage by some Puerto Rican guys, and I’m out here trading a Cadi
for a dime. I huffed, frustrated, Sonny started back my direction
with new set of keys. The garage door arose and a beautiful cherry
red Navigator rolled out. 



My mouth slowly dropped in disbelief “You fucking with me right” I
practically yelled walking around the car admiring every detail,
the rims, tinted windows, lights, paint job. It was fucking
beautiful, Sonny chuckled and opened his door. I opened mines and
stared at the interior amazed. I swear I was fucking dreaming “You
getting in?” I heard him say. I looked back at his Cadi, it was
also a work of art. 



“Well?” I hopped in the Navigator closing the door after. Sonny
honked the horn and waved by to the fat ugly man. The man saluted
him and watched us until we were top far for his eye
distance. 



“Where we heading now?” 



“I’m dropping you off, then I’m going to meet up with Max… and no
you can’t come” I rolled my eyes at him annoyed, this is when I
can’t stand his ass. “How do you know if I wanted to go, what if I
was going to ask you to drop me off at Digs? Or go to the
corner-”



“Because I know your ass Chyna, your pretty easy to read” I raised
my eyebrow “What you mean?” I know that was a dumb question but I
was interested, how could he read me? I’m always rocking my poker
face. He chuckled taking a right into my block “Well obviously you
like to smoke every hour on the hour, you like going to parties
just to smoke and drink, you fight to get your mind off of your
mother death-” that’s when I stopped him there “No the fuck I
don’t!” I yelled; offended. He parked the Navigator infront of my
gates. 



“That proves my point right there”



“Please Sonny, you have to be kidding me, this is some
bullshit”



“If I’m lying and that’s not true, then you shouldn’t be tripping
right now” he added, I rolled my eyes, and huffed. I wasn’t in the
mood to talk about my mother. If I don’t talk to Pop’s about her
there’s no way in hell I’m going to talk to Sonny about
it. 



“Well this yo stop” he said skipping the subject, I a sighed a sigh
of relief but also wanted to stay. I really wanted to go with Sonny
to max’s even though his midget ass if fucking annoying. I know
exactly what they were about to do, and I wana be down.



“Sonny-”



“No”



I sucked my teeth



“Please-”



“No”



“Come on man I proved to you at the w-”



“No, and that’s it, get out before you piss me off”



“You think I care”



“Look Baby girl get out….. now” I rolled my eyes at him 



“You don’t scare me” I told him, he grimaced “Your so fucking hard
headed” 



“Come on sonny-” 



“NO, now get the fuck out, see you done pissed me off” 



“Good” maybe I like it when your mad, it’s a turn on.
I wanted to say that so bad, but I didn’t let my mind speak. For
some reason ever since Sonny slammed me onto the floor in his room,
I started to build these weird feeling, especially between my legs.
I knew exactly what it was too, nigga had me fucking horny. But I
wasn’t going to let him know that shit, this is my little secret
between me, myself, and I. “Hello” I heard him call me “What?” I
snapped “Get the fuck out!” I opened the door hopping out, I
slammed it shut and watched him sped off. I yelled aggravated, well
at least I can find out whats up with Dig.

_____________________________________________________________________________________




“Have you seen his ass?” I asked for the tenth time, this mother
fucker was irking my damn nerves. Why couldn’t he just asnwer my
damn question. I know he knows something “I don’t fucking know B,
calm your ass down”



“I CAN’T CALM MY ASS DOWN STUPID FUCKER! NOW TELL ME WHERE THE FUCK
IS HE?”



“Yo who the fuck-” click I couldn’t talk to him.
He’s so fucking stupid, I swear I was going to put my hand threw
the damn phone and slam his head against the concrete floor. My boy
Jamie was being a straight up ass, I know he knows where Dig is at,
but he won’t tell me because Dig don’t want me to know. Or maybe
he’s hiding something from me. But what? I was about to give up and
say fuck it but I couldn’t. I needed to know what’s good with my
nigga; my right-hand man. I closed my eyes laying on
my back, my mind wandered back to Pops. My blood started to boil,
he lied; practically. He told me he was fine and I
know he wasn‘t. They have him hostage, and once again I’m laying on
my bed like every things okay. I shot up, my chest heaving up and
down. I hate this shit, and the Digs situation isn’t helping at
all. I needed to talk to him; vent. He’s the only one I talk to
when I’m going through rough times with Pops, and right now
was rough. 



I hopped out of bed snatching my LX from my bed, and headed
downstairs to the kitchen. It’s been three hours since Sonny sped
off with out me. And I haven’t received a call from him at all, I
don’t even know why I worry, it’s not like he’s into me plus I
can’t see myself with him. He might flirt, but i know guys, I'm
around them every day. They only want ONE thing, and plus I don’t
want to end up like my mother, lonely. I opened the
fridge searching for something good to grub on. There was a lot of
food and drinks for me; thanks to Sonny. He decided to finally go
food shopping, but chose to go while I was in school. I can’t
picture him in the grocery store, I screwed my face up.



“Ew” 



My phone vibrated against the island, I shut close the fridge door
and snatched my LX. I looked at the caller ID and it
flashed Dig… .










Chapter 15
Man Down


Chapter Fifteen

Mandown.



“Hello?”



“What up Chichi”



“DON’T what up Chichi me nigga, where the fuck your ass been, Stone
is looking for you”



“Sorry Mommy, and fuck that nigga Stone and his
fucking shop man, that nigga taking dough from me so I had to stop
working for him…. And I took a couple of extra stacks
too” 



“What do you mean about a couple Dig”



“I’m at your gate why don’t you open them and you’ll see” I walked
to my window in the living room and open the blinds. Sure enough
Dig was there I smiled at his slick ass and hung up in his ear. I
unlocked the house door and started out to the gates, I unlocked
them and watched him slide through them. He smiled at me and nodded
his head for me to follow him. I walked into my house and closed
the door behind. Dig took a seat on my leather white couch getting
comfortable. 



“Where the fuck you been?” I asked bluntly; I have no shame.



“On the hide out…”



“From who?” I asked him.



“Stone, that nigga knows I took his stash, and he’s looking for
me”



“He didn’t tell me shit-”



“Because he’s keeping that on the low.. But anyways next subject…
how you been?” he asked me pulling out a blunt from behind his ear.
I stared at him hard then sat beside him. 



“Shits going down in Puerto Rico, I’m fucking stressing and Sonny’s
being an ass right now”



“Damn, what the fuck happen?” he asked lighting the blunt. “Drama…”
I rested her head back , I didn‘t want to give too much detail.
Wasn‘t in the mood. Dig passed her the blunt to me “Look C I just
want to say be fucking careful, this world is a crazy ass place,
and you have to know how to play your cards right” I nodded
absorbing every word he said; and trying to learn from
it. 



“Dig you my nigga remember that, and when you need shit, come get
ya girl” he smiled, I took a pull, we both gave each other daps.
“I’m sorry I didn’t call you to let nigga know what’s really good,
but I had to be on the low key for a minute” I nodded “It’s all
good, but I’ma tell you this, you did have me kind of worried” Dig
laughed and took a pull of the blunt. 



“So where this nigga at?” he asked referring to Sonny. “Out…”



“What a body guard… I want half” he joked, Sonny was getting paid
for watching Me, and since Dig is doing part of his job; he wanted
his cut too. I shook my head laughing, kidd is too fucking much.
Dig stood over for about another hour, we talked laughed watched a
couple of movies, smoked, and chilled. By the time 8:00 hit, Dig
was ghost and I was home alone. I was tired as fuck and it was a
school night. I grimaced, I hate fucking school, I’m soo happy I’m
a senior so I can graduate. But being that I get into too many
fights I doubt that would happen. My principle hates me, my
teachers hate me, the girls in school hate me. I’m just a hated
Child, that’s why I feel if Pops is gone; my life is over, because
no will want me. 



I walked into my room and stripped, leaving my under wear on only .
I snatched me up B ball shorts and a wife beater. I started to my
bathroom and placed my cloths on the toilet seat. I closed my
bathroom door and got completely naked, I turned the shower on
making sure it was hot before I stepped in. when it was hot enough
I got in, closed the curtain and stuck my head under the hot
beading water. I took my time and made sure I washed every part of
my body. Or else it would take me longer in the shower. I squirted
shampoo on my hand and rubbed it against my long black hair.
Sometimes I hated my hair and was damn near to chopping it all
off. 



But Pops always told me to never cut my hair, it wouldn’t look
right. I laughed at him, that shit was funny. I know one day ima
get my hair cut, and it’s going to look hott. I tucked my head
under the beads of water again washing the shampoo out of my hair.
My curtain was snatched open and a cool breeze danced around my
body. I opened my eyes and covered my body; Sonny. 



“WHAT THE FUCK YOU DOING”



“No one was suppose to be at the house Chyna!” he yelled ignoring
my question. “Close the fucking curtain Sonny…” he ignored me and
said “What was Dig doing in the house Chyna!”



“Close the curtain”



“No one was suppose to be in the fucking house!” he yelled, I
rolled my eyes, still holding my body parts. This nigga is really
getting on my fucking nerves “Close. The. Fucking. Curtain! You
bastard”



“Get the fuck out” he ordered, I grimaced “Who the fuck you think
you are, and why the fuck does it matter who the fuck was in the
house, it was fucking Dig!” I yelled and attempted o close the
curtains but he snatched it back. “It doesn’t matter who the fuck
it was Chyna, his ass shouldn’t of been here, I trust you
to-”



“Oh now your ass wants to trust me? Go to fucking hell Sonny, and
get the fuck out!” I closed the curtains and closed me eyes. I can
not believe he just did that, did he do it on purpose to see my
body? Or was he really pissed off about me having Dig in the house
either way he could of waited until I got out the shower. I turned
the water off and snatched me a towel, I popped my head out the
curtains to make sure Sonny wasn’t no where near. I stepped out and
ran to the bathroom door locking it. I dried myself up and changed
into my b ball shorts and wife beater. After brushing my teeth and
all that, I walked out the bathroom dumping my dirty cloths into
the hamper. Then I rushed out my room in search for Sonny, he was
going to hear my mouth. I heard the TV on in the living room so
made my way down there.



“I can’t fucking believe you” I went off.



“You have the audacity to come in my fucking house, in my fucking
room, my bathroom and pull open the curtains while I’m taking a
shower! You couldn’t fucking wait! What the fucks your problem
Sonny! Why aren’t you fucking listening!” I yelled;
furious. 



Sonny finally looked at me and said “They took Max” 










Chapter 16
One Week: Deadline


Chapter Sixteen

One week; deadline.



I sat on the couch for hours thinking of a master plan. I rubbed my
chin across my knuckles repeatedly; in my own world. Last night me
and Max met up near Commerce bank, so snatch some money up.
Everything went perfectly fine until we left. One of the cops had
caught him, he tried to get out of the nigga’s grip, but he was too
strong. I would of stalled on the cop, but Max threw me the bag of
money and told me leave. So I did exactly what he told me. I
dipped. I felt horrible, but I had to get this money, and I have to
make sure Macho doesn’t try to do any slick shit. 



Chyna’s upstairs sleeping, I started to think about her offer. I
know she was serious too, but it’s her mouth I’m worried about. If
she doesn’t like one little thing she wont do it. And I need her to
do everything I say, no ands ifs or buts. I sat back and turned my
head looking at the 2 Nike bags, I stretched my arms grabbing one
of them, I unzipped it and started to count. By the time I finished
counting both bags, I had another 50,000 in my hands. I huffed,
fucking frustrated, I’m still short and this nigga isn’t playing.
The dead line is this Friday and I have to be in Puerto Rico by
Saturday.



I grabbed the stacks and tossed them in the Nike bag. I zipped it
up and made my way upstairs. The hallway light was off, I turned it
on to make sure I don’t hit into a wall. I pushed open my room door
open dropping the bags on the floor aligned with the wall. I closed
my door behind me, and started to strip leaving my boxers and ankle
socks on. I got in bed laying on my back, I closed my eyes and
wandered; how long am I going to be doing this. I smiled; forever.
It in my damn blood, I love killing niggas and getting my paper.
It’s something I was born to do. And I’ll keep doing it until I
die. 

_____________________________________________________________________________________




Crack- I opened my right eye and grabbed my pistol from
under my pillow. I sat up and rubbed both of my eyes, I hopped off
the bed and silently walked to my door. I planted my ear on the
door and listened for any other noises. I heard whispers on the
other side, I took the safety button off my pistol. And turned the
knob slowly so slow you couldn’t even hear it. There was so still
whispering on the other side of the door, my blood boiled my body
craved for another dead body maybe two. Either way somebody was
going to die tonight.



I swung open the door and pointed the gun at one of my
victims. boom-boom. And he’s dead, from the corner of
my eye I saw my other victim attempt to
run boom-boom and he’s dead. I cocked my pistol
and pointed it at both the bodies. I bent over one of them and
snatched the mask from their face. He was Puerto Rican, I grimaced
and snatched the other mask from my other victims face. He was
Puerto Rican too, I threw the mask on the floor and started back to
my room. I snatched my phone from the small dresser and dialed
Denzel’s number.



“What the fuck…” I heard Chyna say, I snapped my neck her direction
and rushed back into the hall. 



“Get in your room!”



“What the fuck happened?” she yelled looking at the dead body, it
shocked me because she wasn’t fazed at all. She kicked the dead man
in the chest “Don’t worry he’s dead” she said. Denzel’s phone still
rang in my ear, I was starting to get irritated “Yo-”



“Ahhh! He got my fucking leg!” 



The guy grabbed Chyna’s leg almost pulling her downstairs, I
pointed my gun at him dropping my phone in the process and
shot. BOOM-BOOM-BOOM-BOOM. Chyna snatched her
foot back slamming her back against the wall. “That mother fucker!”
she went to attack him but I rapped my arm around her waist and put
her back in her room, closing her door right after. She started
pounding on it for me to open. I held on door knob and snatched my
phone from the floor.



“If you want your money nigga stop fucking
around”-Click.



I pointed my gun at the other dead body and shot it, three extra
times. I wasn’t going to risk my life for any other nigga. I swung
open Chyna’s door she stepped back, a bit timid “Pack your
shit…” 



she frowned “Where we going”



“We’re getting the fuck out of here” I walked out her room and
checked the halls again, I turned on the light in my room and
started to pack. I grabbed the two Nike bags, made sure I had
everything with me. When I was done I walked back into Chyna’s
room, she had about two bags worth of her items. I nodded “You have
everything” she nodded, patting her hip for her phone, ear buds in
her ears, and her two black and red bags on her bed. 



“Aight lets get out this bitch”

_____________________________________________________________________________________




It was 4:00 in the morning, the sun shined down on me; hard. I been
driving around for hours trying to find a safe spot. But as I think
of it, here in New York; your never safe. Especially if your me, I
glanced at Chyna she was knocked out. I cracked a smile remembering
last night when I caught her in the shower. I can’t say I didn’t
look because I did, I just didn’t know under all those damn baggy
pants and wife beater she held a body like that. It wasn’t my
intentions to get a boner out of watching her taking a shower
either. It just happened, I was just pissed off with the fact Dig
came over; her friend is trouble. 



I hear Macho got little nigga keeping an eye on us. He’s the reason
Macho got a hold of Denzel. And I feel stupid for not killing him
right then and there when I saw him leaving the house, but he got
it coming for him. Chyna might not believe me; but fuck it. Either
way I’m going to kill that nigga. I took a right into a hotel
parking lot. I parked the car and turned it off, I looked at Chyna
and huffed. 



“Ey” I tapped her shoulder, she groaned and turned her back on me.
I rolled my eyes “I have no time for this shit Chyna get your ass
up” she gave me the finger then put it back down, I chuckled. “Nah
for real baby girl, get up” she turned back around facing me, she
rubbed her eyes so she could wake up. “What time is it?” she yawned
“Time for your ass to get up” she pulled out her phone from the
case and looked at the time. “It’s fucking four O’ clock in he
morning, your bugging-”



“Ey don’t start this shit, we’re at a hotel, you can get
comfortable there. Come on get up NOW!” I demanded, she sucked her
teeth and sat up. I smiled; check mate. 

_____________________________________________________________________________________




Chyna dropped her bags near the bed, it bothered me there was only
one bed, but that’s aight I’ll sleep on the recliner. Chyna’s phone
vibrated, she took it out with a smile, I frowned “Whose
that”



“Dig” her eyes never meeting mines; she pressed talk, I walked up
to her and snatched the phone “What the fuck give me my phone
back!” She yelled stretching for her phone. Her face was so close
to mines I thought we re going to kiss. I smiled “You want it?” she
frowned and yelled “Hells yea give me it back” I pressed end “To
bad” threw her phone across the room, her jaw dropped “YOU FUCKER”
she attempted jumping on the bed and running for it but I hooked
her waist with my arm and slammed her into the wall. She stared at
me in shock “I don’t want you talking to him” I could feel her
breath on my neck as I did the same. 



“You hear me?” I licked my lips, she didn’t bother nodding; she
understood. “Get your phone” I un-hooked my arm from her waist, she
pushed me off and snatched her phone from the floor. 



“We have one week to get all the money… so be prepared”



It didn’t take a genius to know she was smiling hard. 













Chapter 17
Bonnie && Clyde


Chapter Seventeen

Bonnie && Clyde



“Not like that, like this”



“Same fucking way” Chyna argued.



“Look, give me your other hand” I grabbed her other hand
and rapped it around the handle of the gun. Both of her hands held
onto the Pistol tight and firm. “Close your right eye” she did as
instructed “Now rest your index finger on the trigger” She did “And
shoot” She looked at me crossed eyed “What if it makes to much
noise” I sucked my teeth “Just do it…” I said nonchalant. She
stared back at the white wall, closed her right eye and shot the
red dot. I smiled; prefect. Brooklyn opened her right eye and
smiled “Oh shit…” She said in disbelief “I’m a born natural” I
laughed at her comment “Yea okay… Aight again, but this time in the
same spot” 



“That’s easy” I got behind her again, and straightened her arms.
“Close your right eye….aim…shoot” boom, I let go of
her arms and walked to the wall, the bullet was directly inside the
same hole Chyna shot her other bullet in. I smiled “Not mad”



“Shit I’m a pro”



“Too Cocky”



“No honey just very confident” I shook my head at her, she admired
the gun. They looked perfect together “You want it?” I asked her,
she looked at me then back at the gun turning it around admiring
every detail carved init. “You sure?” she asked me unsure. “Keep
it, I have plenty” I told her nonchalant. She smiled “Aight,
thanks” 



“I’m going to take a shower”



“I’ll be out here”



“Be prepared when I come out” I looked at her and winked, she
rolled her eyes and laughed. I walked into the all white bathroom
and stripped butt naked. I turned the shower on and waited
patiently for the water to grow hot. When it did I hopped in and
immediately began scrubbing my body with the bar of soap. I could
smell the blood on my body, when I looked down a red texture mixed
with the water. It brought me back to my first murder. 



“Damn this pussy is fucking tight B”



I shook my head, I didn’t want to remember that. It didn’t bother
me I killed ol’ dude, but the girl. I wish I could
find her, I wanted to know how she's doing, is she still
living? Or did she bleed to death? Only God knows. I
tucked my head under the beads of water in deep thought, to tell
you the truth I want this shit to end already I want to give Macho
his money, get Denzel and be out. But I know it’s not going down
like that, Macho is going to give me a fucking hard time and
someone’s going to end up dieing. So I’m going to have to think of
a plan, something so slick that I can get Denzel and keep the money
too. Sounds like a plan, but with a lot of hard work behind
it.



I cut the water short and stepped out the tub. I rapped the towel
around my waist and turned the foist water on, I squirted tooth
paste on my tooth brush and began to brush. I mouth washed, and
flossed, and when I was done I changed into my black jeans and
black T. I walked out the bathroom with my dirty closed and folded
them neatly on the bed. Chyna was on the bed staring at the gun;
admiring it still. “You ready?” I asked her pulling
out my Revolver. She stared at my gun amazed like she never seen a
gun before. “That’s hot” she got on her knees walking on them to
get a better view. I laughed, she was really interested in guns I
see. “Here hold it” I told her, she grabbed it from my hand and
admired it’s every feature. 



“This is sick” I chuckled and zipped my bag. “Here you go” she
passed it back at me. I tucked it in my jeans from the back. Chyna
laid on her back holding her silver pistol I gave her. “You ready?”
I asked her again, she looked up and nodded “I’m down” 



“Aight, come on”



_____________________________________________________________________________________




I parked the car across from this Mini bank, waiting for the right
time for me and Chyna to barge and stall on they asses. Chyna was
actually calm to my surprise, she made sure every minute on the
minute she had her gun, and looked out too. Just incase we had
followers. “So when he going in?” she cooed. “Give it a couple of
more minutes… I want to get the security off guard” she nodded her
head; she understood. I stared at Chyna’s attire. She swore Black
baggy dickeys and a black T, her hair was down; straight. And her
New York Fitted covering half of her face. Leaving the bottom half
out in the open. I stared at her lips, they were full and heart
shaped. I licked mines, all I could think of were kissing her lips,
and her kissing back. 



I shook my head; what the fuck am I thinking? This is
Denzel’s daughter. All I could see the shower scene flash
before me. I licked my lips, closed my eyes and huffed. “You
aight?” I heard her ask me, I opened my eyes and nodded. “I’m
straight, I’m straight”-I look out my window into the bank-“You
ready?” 



“I was born ready” I smirked, “Aight lets get this poppin’….
remember we only have 15 minutes ”

___________________________________________________________________________________




I walked into the mini bank with Chyna behind me. She winked at me
and pulled her gun out the same time I pulled mines out. “Get
down!” I yelled, Chyna pointed her gun at all the victims making
sure they were playing slick. I hopped over the counter and pointed
my Revolver at the lady behind the counter. “Open” I demanded, she
started to cry hysterically, I rolled my eyes and clocked her in
the head with the butt of my gun. “Give me the key” I told her
aggravated, her hand shook like a seizer I snatched it and opened
the case. I looked up at Chyna to make sure she was doing her job.
I saw her yelling at some nigga getting all up in his grill. But
still had her gun pointed at the security guard who started to
sneak up on her. I was ready to light the nigga, but Chyna swung
around and shot him in the chest. My mouth drop, she turned back
around and started pointing her gun at every body else.



“Don’t fucking play with me!” she yelled, I laughed to myself, and
opened the other cases, Chyna hopped on the counter strutting her
physique back and forth. She kept an eye on the hostages and the
clock at the same time. She looked down at me and reached for the
filled black Nike bag. I tossed it to her, she caught it in mid air
and threw it over her shoulder. I opened the next case, 5 minutes
left. I unzipped the bag and snatched the money from the case. I
pulled my gun out and pointed it at the employee who I saw from the
corner of my eye craw to press the red button. I shot him directly
in the head and got back to stacking this paper in the bag. I
closed the case and stood up on my two feet. Chyna hopped off the
counter and started back out the Bank with me behind her. She still
had her guard up, she seemed cool about everything too; no
sweat. 



I smiled, I can definitely roll with her.













Chapter 18
Deadline


Chapter Eighteen

Deadline 



(Author’s View)



Throughout the whole week, Chyna and Sonny prepared there selves,
robbed a couple of corner stores, corners, dope-boies, and banks.
Sonny taught Chyna everything Max taught him, and to his surprise
Chyna picked everything up without any problems. Sonny had no
complaints, after counting all the money they stole they came up
with 250,000 dollars exact, and extra cash on the side. Pocket
money. Sonny was waiting patiently for Macho’s call, today him and
Chyna was flying to Puerto Rico. They were going to meet up with
Macho and Denzel. Chyna was anxious for Macho’s phone call so they
could leave to PR already, she wanted to see her father. And to
make sure they didn’t damage him, because if so there would
fireworks flying like the forth of July. 



Chyna and Sonny sat on the hotel bed counting the money over and
over making sure they counted the exact amount Macho wished for.
After the twentieth time counting the money over, Sonny decided t
roll the green up and place it back into the black bags. Chyna was
flipping through the channels on Tv, there was nothing. Clicking
the Tv off she turned on her side and watched Sonny zip the Nike
bag up and place it on the floor beside the bed. He brushed his
hand over his grown out hair, that needed a fresh cut. Chyna licked
her lips and looked away. She wanted that call from Macho so bad so
they could leave. 



Sonny could sense her anxiousness “Calm down….he’ll call” she
huffed, and rolled her eyes “Whatever” she mumbled. 



Sonny chuckled and glanced at her “Why you always have to have the
last word?” he asked curious.



Chyna frowned “I don’t always have the last word-” 



“Yea right” he cut her off. 



Chyna cut her eyes at him and sighed “If that’s how you feel go for
it” she wasn’t in the mood to go back and forth with him. Her mind
was stuck on Pops and that’s all who she was concerned about right
now. Sonny could tell by her body language she was worried about
her father, so stopped the small talk. Rubbing his head he rested
the back of it on the headboard and closed his eyes. The bed sunk
in indicating Chyna’s full body was on the bed. He could feel his
body temperature rise, his hands sweat, heart rate increase. He
opened his eyes and found Chyna laying beside him, her eyes closed
Pistol on his. He licked his lips, horny, he never seen a girl
sleep next to him with a pistol on her hip and look sexy while
doing it. 



Sonny’s breathing increased, he groaned, played it off like he had
something in his throat. Chyna fixed her pillow her head laid on
and got comfortable. Sonny looked away, his bottom lip drawn in his
mouth. damn she look so good he told himself,
his eyes on the patio connected to the hotel room. He got up from
the bed and started towards the patio. He slid open the glass door
and walked in closing it behind. He leaned against the railing and
stared off into the horizon. 



It was 5:00 and the sun was setting, it looked beautiful. The patio
door slid open, Chyna closed it behind her and stood beside Sonny.
He cut his eyes at her then looked away, she was too close to him.
He closed his eyes and counted to ten hoping when he opened them
again she was gone. 9, 10 he looked to his side
and found Chyna staring off into the horizon. Sensing a pair of
brown eyes on her, she looked at Sonny and shook her head with a
playfully laugh. He cracked a smile and rolled his eyes pushing,
Chyna snatched his arm from her shoulder playfully but rough. It
didn’t bother Sonny, he was use to Chyna being rough with
him. 



“When is this nigga going to call?” she asked herself out loud
frustrated and irritated. Sonny looked at the horizon
“Soon….trust me” Chyna laughed “Me trust
you? remember what you said last time” 



“I had to protect you” Chyna cocked her head back “Protect
me? You hurt me? You hid something so important from
me… I’m getting pops and then getting out of here-” she told
herself more than telling Sonny



“We’re getting Pops” he said emphasizing the
word 'we’re', Chyna cut her eyes at Sonny then looked away. Sonny
eyed Chyna up and down and realized she still had the pistol on
her, he chuckled “You can’t leave it alone huh?” Chyna looked down
at her waist and smiled “I love it.. It makes me feel safe” she
explained. “So your not traumatized about your first murder?” Chyna
looked at Sonny and laughed “That shit felt good, and if he didn’t
move then I wouldn’t of shot his ass” Sonny joined in. 



“I thought you were going to cry, but you’re a champ” he slapped
her arm, Chyna jumped back rubbing her arm in pain. “Ahh watch it
kid your heavy handed” Sonny chuckled “Aww did I hurt
the princess” he walked up to her soothing her arm.
Chyna backed into a corner, Sonny licked his lip still rubbing
Chyna’s arm. “Move” she ordered, instead he leaned in. Chyna grew
nervous so pulled out the pistol, Sonny looked at the pistol
pressed against his chest. 



“Move…” she told him again, Sonny grabbed the gun pushing
more pressure into his chest. Chyna grew more nervous she didn’t
want to shoot him “Do
it” he said with all seriousness, Chyna cocked the gun and
pulled the trigger, but before it went off Sonny pointed the gun at
the patio glass door watching the glass shatter. He snatched the
gun from her hand and threw it on the pavement. He grabbed Chyna by
her waist and sat her on the railing. Chyna rapped her arms around
his neck and kissed his lips. Sonny kissed back groaning from the
swelling in his pants. Chyna rapped her legs around Sonny’s waist
and moaned in his mouth, he smiled to himself. The sexual tension
was so thick you could cut it with a knife, Chyna searched for
Sonny’s belt, she stopped at his bulge and pushed back.
Scared.



“It’s aight” he told her and kissed her lips, his hands roaming to
her ass. He picked her up and walked her back into the hotel room,
their backs hitting into walls in search for the bed. Chyna
snatched Sonny’s shirt off and dropped it on the carpet. Her back
against the wall, legs rapped around his waist; she wanted him.
Sonny parted Chyna’s lips with his pink tongue intertwining hers
with his. Chyna clenched onto Sonny’s bare shoulders, her back
still against the wall. His hands on her apple, how big
her ass is he told himself. Chyna pulled from the kiss
and let sonny attack her neck. It felt so good to be touched in
such a way. 



Finally finding the bed, Sonny laid Chyna on her back. His lips
still touching her soft skin, she didn’t let go either. Her legs
hugged his waist just as tight. Sonny lifted Chyna’s Large T off
over her shoulders and tossed it to the floor; exposing her double
D’s. he licked his lips in lust and smiled, he was in paradise. He
started to attack her chest sending chills all over Chyna’s
body. what the fuck am I doing? they both asked
there self. They didn’t know nothing about one another
except, he was a go hard assassin who worked for
her father, and she was his Boss’s daughter. The
bed vibrated, indicating there was a call from Sonny’s phone. They
both stopped kissing on each other and looked at the mobile device,
breathing heavy, chest heaving, sex in the air. 










Chapter 19
Unwanted Tension


Chapter Nineteen

unwanted tension



(Author’s View)



Macho flashed on and off on the screen, Sonny groaned
frustrated. He ran his hand over his face roughly before pressing
the TALK button “Yo” he glanced at Chyna who put her large T back
on and got up from the bed back into the patio. “I‘ll have a jet
waiting for you near the air port” -Click



Sonny hung up the phone placing it in his pocket. He grabbed the
two Nike bags and walked to the Patio “Come on…” he didn’t give
contact instead he looked directly at the sun set, one glance would
lead to both of them back on the bed. Chyna sighed brushing pass,
with a hint of attitude. She hated being hot and bothered and now
that it’s to the point where her boy short were soaken wet with her
juices because of; him. Chyna waited anxiously for Sonny at the
hotel door so they could leave. Sonny opened the door and watched
Chyna walk out, hands folded, hips switching. Sonny chuckled
licking his lips, he wanted to hit that from the back.



Sonny gave the key to he man behind the counter and proceeded out
the hotel with Chyna beside him. They both hopped in the truck and
closed the door. Sonny turned the ignition on and reversed out the
parking lot. The ride to the air port was silent, until Sonny broke
it. 



“When we get there, I want you to go shopping” Chyna twisted her
lips at Sonny and rolled her eyes in the processes “I don’t
go shopping” and rolled her eyes back out the window.
Sonny sighed, this was going to be hard “Look I don’t need any of
your bullshit Chyna,
just fucking listen to me” Sonny said his anger
boiling inside of him, Chyna chuckled to herself. They both were
mad; sexual tension. “Whatever nigga” she mumbled, sonny glanced at
her then back at the road “You have to be difficult?” he asked her,
Chyna looked at him and sighed “No, that’s just me-”



“Difficult” 



“No”



“Yes”



“Fuck you Sonny”



“Later, I’m driving right now”



Chyna couldn’t help but burst out in laughter, Sonny joined in and
looked at her winking his eye. She blushed but turned away before
he could see her rosy cheeks. Sonny pulled into he airport, he
immediately found the jet. It was beautiful and huge, it’s been a
while since he been in one. Before Denzel use to take him
everywhere, for protection. Sonny turned the ignition off snatching
the Nike bags from the back. Chyna hopped out closing the door
behind her. She waited for Sonny to lead the way, they walked side
by side ready to get shit on and popping. Sonny let Chyna walk up
the stairs to the jet first and he followed behind her. 



The jet was humongous in the inside, Chyna’s jaw fell in disbelief
Sonny took his set and reclined the seat back. After a couple of
minutes taking in the beautiful interior Chyna took her seat as
well; exhausted. She looked at Sonny then the lady who sat behind
them. Chyna grimaced the lady and turned her back on her, she
glanced at Sonny then back out the window, the jet started and
started rolling over the pavement before flying in the air. Chyna
clenched onto the handles of the seat and closed her eyes. She
didn’t like the feeling at all.



The assistant stood and walked to the front where the captain
worked his magic, felt more like torture to Chyna. Sonny popped
open one of his eyes looking at Chyna, he laughed at her and sat
up. Her eyes were shut tight and she had this sour look on her
face. Caught up in the moment, he bent over by the waist and pecked
her lips. Chyna opened her eyes, bottom lip hanging; in shock
again. Her cheeks shading a rosy color, Sonny chuckled and pecked
her lips again, this time adding tongue. Chyna unclenched her hands
from the handle and rapped them around Sonny’s neck. His hands
roamed up and down her back to her ass. He lifted her from the
chair turned around and sat down on it. Chyna sat on top of him
straddle position, this time he wasn’t going to let anyone distract
him, he was determined. Chyna kissed Sonny neck, he reclined the
chair back and lifted Chyna’s Black T off. Her black sports bra
exposed, Sonny licked his lips he wanted her. 



“I want you” Chyna moaned in his ear, Sonny smirked he
liked the sound of that. The bulge in his pants addressed
Chyna he was hard, she smiled biting her bottom lip, hands planted
on Sonny’s now bare chest. She examined it and smiled, he had a
poem on the left side of his chest. She tilted her head the side
removing her hand from over it. Sonny frowned and looked down,
Chyna looked up at him and asked “Whose April?” he glanced to the
side right quick and sighed “No body” Chyna could tell he wasn’t
interested in talking right about now. Especially being he had a
boner, Chyna sighed glancing around the jet, not knowing what to do
now. 



Sonny grabbed the both of her hands and kissed them, Chyna never
had sex and if she did it now this would be technically her first
time. She was scared, nervous, frightened.. She wanted her first
time to be perfect but that was taken away when her virginity was
taken away from her. She was scared to have another dick invade her
walls and tear her insides up. The thought made her tense, Sonny
looked at her and frowned, her face stained with salty tears. His
eyes looked from left to right before falling back on her hurt
feature. 



“Chyna…” his words trailed off, she climbed off of him and sat on
the empty seat beside Sonny’s. He groaned, he thought this swelling
in his pants would soon be gone. But right now that wasn’t
important, Chyna was his concerns . He planted his hand on shoulder
only to pull back, Chyna jumped what’s her
problem? “Chyna you aight?” he asked her concerned and
worried did I do something wrong? he asked
himself.



“Chyna speak to me” he wasn’t trying to show how irritated he grew
in result to her silence. But it was bugging him “Chyna!” he raised
his voice a inch, she rolled her green eyes at him staring hard
into his dark chocolate ones. He closed his eyes, the fact him
getting loud with her he knew wasn’t going to solve
anything. 



“What’s good”



He sat down on the handle beside Chyna and picked her chin up. She
didn’t give him eye contact she was so lost in her own world. Sonny
kissed her cheek down to her neck sending Goosebumps all over her
caramel skin. He reclined her chair back, determined to get a nut,
but Chyna was determined not to let him.



“Sonny…”



“Shhh… I got you” he climbed on top of her kissing
her neck, ear, and chest. Chyna started to feel uncomfortable. More
tears rained down on her cheeks “Sonny-please” she
pleaded, her voice cracked. He stopped what he was doing and looked
at Chyna, what was he doing to make her cry. He motioned her to
look at him, her eyes piercing into his Chyna said. 



“Sonny….. I was raped” her voice cracked, in pain, scared, and
embarrassed










Chapter 20
Truth Be Told


Chapter Twenty

THE TRUTH BE TOLD



(Author’s View)



Sonny sat back down staring at Chyna in
shock. Rape? that’s why she always gave him
attitude, was so rude with him and didn’t give two shits what he
had to say or think of her. He now realized why she dressed the way
she did. She didn’t want any attention her way so the same
situation wouldn’t occur. He was in shock yes, but his blood boiled
and you could realize it by the visible veins on his neck and
forehead. Chyna wiped her tear from her now red cheeks;
embarrassed. Sonny opened his mouth but nothing cam out. He was
speechless. 



“Damn…when did this happen?” he manage to say rubbing the top of
head roughly. His nerves were getting the best of him. “It happened
a long time ago, but haunts me every night” Chyna surprisingly
explained without hesitation. Sonny sat their in pure shock not
really knowing how to take the news. “Does Denzel know?” he asked
another question. Chyna shook her head no wiping another stray tear
“For three year I kept it a secret… no one knows what happened to
me… not even Dig” Chyna faced Sonny “You’re the only one….” she
glanced at her fingers then back up at Sonny, who was now standing
on his two feet. He walked up to Chyna and grabbed her chin with
his thumb. He slid his tongue slowly across his bottom lip biting
on it.



“I’m all ears baby” Chyna closed her eye’s shaking her head gently,
her glossy eyes glared into Sonny’s with pain, then began to tell
her story. 



“I was fifteen when it happened… I was chilling at the park alone,
it was after school and I wasn’t in the mood to go home yet, then
out of no where I seen these two boies approach me. They tried
getting at me but I dissed them, and obviously they didn’t like
that because I found myself under the slide. My cloths were torn
apart and the boies took turns taken advantage of my body; tearing
my insides apart” she hung her head low embarrassed. “Then I saw
one of the boies neck get sliced, I was scared as fuck-” the story
sound far too familiar to him and without realizing it he cut her
off and said “ Tyriq and Zeon..” the men’s names sent chills down
Chyna’s back , Zeon flashed before her causing her to cry
more. 



Chyna frowned, how did he know the two men who raped her and
basically ruined her life forever. Looking at Sonny Chyna had a
flash back. Sonny was the kid with the knife, jumping up from her
seat “Your that kid?” she practically yelled, he shot a look at
Chyna and said “You’re that girl?” both in a daze, so many emotions
ran throughout both Chyna and Sonny’s body. Sonny had to take a
seat for this one, for the first time in his life. He Didn’t know
how to handle a situation, the feelings he caught for Chyna were
strong, almost concrete strong. Quilt settled in, shaking his head,
he watched them rape her “Chyna…. I’m-I’m so sorry” he got up from
his seat reaching for her hand. But she stepped back, a water
falling washing over her cheeks. 



“You was there?” she cried hard.



“You was there…” she repeated herself so it could register in her
brain; Sonny was the kid with the knife. He walked up to her
grabbing the both of her hands, he wanted for her to pay him
attention. “Man Chyna… I’m soo fucking sorry” he apologized resting
his forehead on hers. For some weird reason Chyna forced a laugh
while shaking her head “This is too much” she tried pulling away
but Sonny resisted “Don’t do this Chyna…” she didn’t know how to
handle the situation at the moment.



“Sonny…I-I just need some air to breath…please” she said in a
whisper. Sonny didn’t want to let go of Chyna he wanted to comfort
her but, his touch alone made her even more uncomfortable. He let
go of her and pushed his body away from Chyna’s he watched as she
took a seat staring out the window. She looked pale now that he had
a better look at her, her hands shook uncontrollably and more tears
stained her face. Chyna hated crying around Sonny, and the more she
tried stopping the tears and held them in. The more her head
throbbed in pain. She felt like she was going to die.













Chapter 21
Puerto Rico


Chapter Twenty One

Puerto Rico

(Chyna’s View)



20 minutes elapse, it felt more like an hour. I slowly turned my
head, glancing at Sonny who was reclined back with his red VA
fitted casing his face. I gulped, nervous. Every time I stare at
him prospects of my past flashed before me. I couldn’t bear him
touching me because it felt like they were confining me hostage
again. I wanted to tell Sonny thank you, but the words wouldn’t
come out. Just hearing he was there during my rape it conveyed
chills along my spine. I wiped the stray tear from my eyes and
sighed. What was I going to say to him now? It was already hard to
look at him. 



I had to look pass my horrifying past, and over power it. I should
be thankful I’m still alive; all because of Sonny. Glancing at him,
his back was facing me. I’m not mad at him, I don’t think I could
ever be mad at him; it actually felt good to know someone has been
there for me since that day. I chuckle to myself as I began to
think of how me and him use to get into so many arguments, about
nothing. I ran my fingers through my long jet black hair, before
pushing my body off the seat. I silently walked over to Sonny
hovering over his frame. 



His mouth was half way open, I giggled silently at him and stood up
straight; I had to use the bathroom. I walked down the narrow aisle
to the bathroom and pulled the door open. A light automatically
turned on once I stepped inside, and closed the door behind me. I
pulled down my pants and took my seat, I did what I had to do,
wiped myself, and dried my hands. I turned the knob to open the
door, but it wouldn’t budge. I attempt opening the door again but
it wouldn’t budge. 



“What the fuck?” I hit the door with my palm in hopes it would
open, nothing. I sighed shaking my head, this was not
happening. 



“Sonny!” I hollered hoping he would get up from his slumber and
open the door for me. Sonny wasn’t a light sleeper, so I know for a
damn fact he should be waking up and walking his ass over here. I
pounded on the door about five times yelling for Sonny, this nigga
could not be sleeping while I’m banging loud and hard on this damn
door. I stepped back ready to kick the door in but before I could
it opened, and Sonny appeared, he rubbed his left eye and yawned. A
slight smile came a across my face, thank God. Without words
conversed I walked pass him, he grabbed my wrist pulling me infront
of him. He stared me in the eyes like he was searching for
something. I broke the contact glancing at me feet, I was beginning
to grow uncomfortable. 



“You aight?” he asked me, his voice so soft. I gazed at him and
nodded, his tongue slid across his full bottom lip before drawing
back into his mouth. I bit my lip mesmerized, Sonny is a sexy ass
dude it’s funny how he popped back into my life, and neither of us
knew it. As if Sonny could read my thoughts, a slight smile crossed
his lips and he leaned in crashing his lips with mines. I kissed
him back to my surprise, and rapped my arms around his neck. My
woman hood throbbed rapidly, I jerked from the kiss breathing
heavy. Sonny wiped the corner of his lips with his tongue before
turning on his heels for his ringing cell phone. 



I watched him picked it up from the seat and answered
it. 



“Yo…” 



…



The jet landed and I was so excited to actually get off. Sonny held
one Nike bag in one hand as I held the other. We strolled side by
side into the airport, Mario informed Sonny there was going to be
an all black limo waiting for us out front. I glanced around the
airport making sure Mario wasn’t pulling any stunts. Shit I think
he’s smart enough to know we have his money, and without us nigga
isn’t getting paid. 



The all black limo was parked directly across from the transparent
doors me and Sonny pushed open. The chauffer
opened her door and strutted to the trunk
popping it open. Her leather pants stuck to her thighs like glue,
and her white collared shirt revealed enough cleavage for a nigga
to get a boner. Her belly ring was exposed itself from her half
white collar shit, shinning like a 14k diamond ring. Her long wavy
blonde hair was brushed back into a tight bun. Her face was
flawless, she wore little makeup; just imagine if she did, men
would be kissing her feet. I glanced at Sonny, he stared at the
Puerto Rican lady in a daze. I rolled my eyes and walked pass him
with attitude. The lady extended her long caramel hand out for the
bag. I ignored her hand and threw the Nike bag in the trunk before
opening the door and climbing in. 



Moments later Sonny climbed in shutting the door after. I cut my
eyes at him, he looked at me and smiled. I rolled my eyes crossing
my arms over my chest. I heard Sonny suck his teeth, he mumbled
words under his breath and looked out the window. I rolled my eyes
again and huffed, I can't wait to get Pops, and be out.



…



The lady Chauffer parked the car infront of the hotel and climbed
out. She popped open the trunk and took out the two Nike bags.
Sonny quickly stepped out grabbing both bags from her hands. He
winked at her; a smirk displaying on his face. He made his way
inside the hotel with the bags in his hands. I glared at Mrs.
Flawless and stomped inside the hotel behind Sonny. I don’t even
know why I’m tripping; it’s not like they fucked. Sonny grabbed the
keys from the man behind the counter, and glanced at me before
walking towards the elevator. I looked over my shoulder and found
Mrs. Flawless on her cell phone, she looked at me and smirked
before hanging up. 



I scoffed, and hurried to Sonny where he waited patiently for the
elevator to open. Just as I got to the elevator the doors slid
open. I walked in, Sonny pressed the number 3 button. The doors
slid closed and we both stood there silently waiting to get to the
third floor. I glanced at Sonny who had a strong look on his face.
He looked pissed, the doors slid open Sonny walked out the elevator
and down the hall. I followed behind him picking up my
pace. 



Sonny stopped at room 321, he slid the card through a slit and a
green light went off. Sonny pushed the 200 pound door open and
walked in. the hallways to the living room was about 6 miles long,
the walls were coded a cream color, the ceilings were high. I
walked into the living room where an all white couch and love seat
was equipped. In the middle rested a glass coffee table with
magazines laying on top. Plants hung around the ceiling of the
hotel, giving it a more tropical look to it. A flat screen plasma
Tv was located inside of the wall, I turned around and found Sonny
inside the room, I walked inside and found him counting the money;
again. 



“It’s all there” I told him folding my arms, I rested my side
inside the frame of the door. He didn’t bother to answer me he
proceeded counting the money. 



“If-” his cell phone cut me off, sonny put down the money and
picked up his cell phone. 



“Yo…” I dropped my arms to the side and sat beside him.



“What time?” he asked looking at the watch on his wrist.



“Aight…” he hung up and stood to his feet. He walked around my feet
and started to the bathroom that was equipped in our room. I
frowned looking over my shoulder “What’s going on” I asked him, h
pulled his shirt over his shoulder dropping it on the carpeted
floor. His back was exposed, I bit my bottom lip, he looked at me
and said



“Get ready, we’re going shopping”
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Priceless.



(Sonny’s View) 



I waited patiently for Chyna to portray herself from behind the
curtains. I glanced at my watch then back up, Chyna slowly pushed
the velvet curtain to the side and walked out, she looked sickened.
I licked my lips admiring how the dress hugged her curves, and
exposed her long thick caramel legs. I stood to my feet and grabbed
her hand holding it in the air. I told her to turn around, she
frowned, I laughed again “I just want a view” I
explained. 



A smile cracked and she rolled her eyes playfully. Slowly she began
to turn around, I caught a view of her ass and I was ready to throw
her in the booth and get it in. Instead I quickly let go of her
hand and stepped back, shoving my hands in my jean
pockets. 



“It’s too tight”



I licked my lips titling my head “It looks good bae” I told her
sliding my tongue across my top teeth. She turned around facing the
mirror “Why the fuck am I wearing a dress anyways?” she asked
looking at me through the mirror. She really didn’t like the idea
going out and shopping for a dress for her to wear. I laughed
“Mario is throwing a Cinderella ball, and he wants us
to look nice” Chyna forced a laugh “This nigga trying to play us,
did he forget who the fuck I am?” she told herself more than me. I
already bought my suite, all we needed to do was get ready. That is
if Chyna hurries her ass up “So do you like it or not?” I asked her
irritated. She rolled her eyes at me and said “Does it look like I
fucking like it? I don’t like any of these fucking dresses!” she
raised her voice, heads turned our direction but that didn’t bother
me.



“Take that shit off Chichi, don’t start with me I don’t have the
fucking patience” women’s eyeballs almost popped out their sockets.
They never heard a man talk to they’re lady like that , so it
surprised them. I chuckled to myself, only if they knew I was
acting the shit off. Chyna playfully rolled her eye’s going along
with the act. “Fuck you Carlos! I thought you loved me! How dare
you talk to me like!” she shut close the curtain. The black dress
fell to the carpet and she slid her jeans on with her White T. I
glanced around the store and found a couple of eyes on me. A red
dress laid on the floor, I picked it up and tossed is over the
curtain.



“Got it” I heard her say, I grabbed my Armani bag on the floor and
like clock work Chyna walked out with a mean look on her
face. 



“Baby I’m sorry” she brushed pass me and said “Fuck you Carlos!” I
snatched her arm and pulled her back “Watch when we get back to the
hotel” I yelled “What? What you gonna do? Kick my ass!” she got
loud causing the previous eyes from before to glance at us. From
the corner of my eye I saw the manager walking towards us. “I don’t
care anymore Carlos because it’s over!” she tried pulling her arm
from my grip but I was too strong, I made sure she couldn’t pull
away. 



“Excuse me, senorita, senor what’s going on?” the lady’s English
was horrible I didn’t understand shit she said. I acted as if I
didn’t hear and pushed Chyna with my body. “Carlos let go of me!!”
people stopped and watched out little play me and Chyna played off
beautifully. In one swift movement she shoved the black dress in my
Armani bag, and threw the red dress in my face. 



The manager ran up to us and pulled me from being on top of Chyna
“Senor if don’t go I call 911” I flicked her off and walked off
leaving Chyna alone, she began to act like she was crying.“I hate
you Carlos! And forget about tonight! I was going to give you some
of this pussy but you don’t deserve shit!” she yelled, that made me
smile. Something was going down when we get to the hotel, just
watch.
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Chapter Twenty Three

Sexual objective.



Chyna sauntered out the clothing store, and down the sidewalk where
Sonny patiently awaited for her. She smiled at the exposed black
dress due to the slightly transparent Armani bag. Sonny turned his
head looking at Chyna. She held a small smile across her face, and
snatched the Armani bag from his hand before crossing the street to
the limo. Chyna took out the dress and handed the bag back to
Sonny. She analyzed the piece of fabric and frowned. The thought of
her flaunting the dress at a ball with verity of men around caused
her nerves to generate. Chyna pulled opened the door instead of
waiting for the Lady Chauffer to open it for her. 



Sonny closed the door behind him and slouched on the couch, in
receipt of comfortableness. Chyna glanced at Sonny for a quick
second, and stuffed the dress back in the Armani bag. It didn’t
take long before the limo stopped infront of the hotel, and Chyna
was thankful. She was happy with the fact she wasn’t shopping, and
back into a calm environment without numerous people in her way, or
bumping into her devoid of a sorry or excuse me. Chyna stride down
the hall to her’s and Sonny’s sweet, she waited at the door for him
to unlock the door. 



Sonny also was tired, it didn’t take long to find his suite, but
when it was time for Chyna to find a dress; she took forever. It
was either she didn’t like it, the color was too bright, faded, too
light, too short, too long. She encompass every excuse in the book
it wasn’t even funny. It brought joy when she found the black one,
despite the fact she complained about that one too; the aspect of
the dress was perfect, especially on her physique. Sonny unlocked
the door and pushed it open reluctantly. Chyna brushed pass him and
headed straight to the bathroom connected to her’s and Sonny’s
room. 



Sonny sighed restless he glanced at the clock handing on the wall.
The ball begins at 5:00 PM, it was only 1:00 so they had enough
time. Sonny plopped his behind on the white couch and rested his
head back. Chyna stepped out the room with a towel hanging from her
hands “I don’t get why the fuck he want’s us to go to this damn
ball, we’re not here to dance! I’m here to get my father back ugh”
a frustrated Chyna argued. Sonny sighed, he wasn’t in the mood for
her yelling “Chill kid I’m not in the mood” Chyna sucked her teeth,
neither was she.



“What time is the ball?” she asked him with much attitude. Sonny
sighed “5” he sat up, roughly running his hand over his face. Chyna
walked around the couch and sat beside him, Sonny gazed at her and
chuckled. Chyna frowned questioning his giggles “What?” she spat,
Sonny slid hit wet pink tongue across his full lip and smiled.
Chyna rolled her eyes now deficient to hear what he had in mind to
articulate. Sonny grabbed Chyna’s chin and kissed her cheek “Ahh
Sonny” she attempted pulling him away, but he grabbed her hip with
his other hand pulling her on top of him; straddle
position. 



The bulge in his pants amplified, Chyna jerked up off his lap, but
was forced back on Sonny lap. He laughed something mischievous.
Chyna shook her head and closed her eyes as Sonny planted wet
kisses down her neck to her chest. A small moan seeped from Chyna’s
lips causing Sonny’s erection to generate. Sonny’s lips associated
with Chyna’s, his tongue invaded her mouth, and his big strong
hands cupped her ass as he stood up on his two feet. Chyna rapped
her legs around Sonny’s lap while he walked into the bedroom and
laid Chyna on her back. 



Chyna rapped her legs around Sonny’s waist tighter, the throbbing
awareness instigate Chyna to crave more of Sonny. Sonny lifted
Chyna’s white T over her shoulder’s and head, leaving only her
sports bra on. He attacked her neck again, grunting. His swollen
piece couldn’t take the abuse anymore. Sonny tugged at his belt and
unzipped his zipper allowing his pants to fall. he kicked his
sneakers off and jeans along with them and climbed on top of Chyna.
The body heat flanked by the both of them produce
sweat. 



Sonny swiftly snatched Chyna’s jeans from her legs throwing them on
the carpeted floor. Chyna was now in her underwear. Sonny’s piece
rested between Chyna’s legs sending chills throughout her body. She
couldn’t take it anymore; she wanted him. 



“Mmm I want you…” she moaned in his ear, Sonny smiled; no more Mr.
nice guy. Sonny pulled Chyna’s underwear off and bra, she was now
naked and didn’t feel uncomfortable at all. Sonny stared at Chyna’s
breast in awe; they were perfect. “Sonny” Chyna moaned, Sonny
snapped out of his daze and reached of his piece inside his
boxer’s. Chyna looked down and sucked her teeth annoyed “You’re
really going to leave your boxers on?” Sonny wanted to be a smart
ass and say yea, but he wasn’t trying to wait anymore time. So he
slid his boxer’s off and kissed her on the lips. She moaned in his
mouth while he massaged his shaft “Sonny hurry, stop taking your
fucking time” a horny Chyna argued. 



Sonny smiled and pecked Chyna’s lips one more time before slowly
putting himself inside of her. Chyna’s back arched, electric shot
throughout her back. She threw her head back and opened her mouth
speechless. His piece slowly but surely began to break her walls,
and it killed her. But she didn’t want him to stop, Chyna penetrate
her nails through Sonny’s skin as he slowly put all of him in her.
“Ah” she moaned, once Sonny was all the way in he began to pump;
hard. He tucked his head between her neck and grunted out of
pleasure. 



Chyna grinded her hips along with Sonny making the feeling way
better and more exciting. Chyna planted her right hand on Sonny’s
chest rubbing it up and down, she closed her eye’s tight while
moaning in the possess. Sonny pumped in and out of Chyna, and with
every thrust a loud moan pierced his ears forming Goosebumps on his
arms. Sonny smiled to himself, who would have known he would be
fucking his bosses daughter. He felt naughty but also un-loyal to
Denzel. Denzel was there for him since day one, and how does he
repay him; by fucking his daughter when he’s suppose to be watching
over her. 



Chyna grabbed Sonny’s face snapping out of his thoughts. She kissed
his lips violently and grinded a faster matching his
thrust. 



BANG



BANG



BANG



The head board repeatedly hit against the white coded wall with a
great deal of power. 





“Shit sonny, faster… Mmm harder!” that wasn’t a problem, Sonny
granted Chyna’s wish. His thrust back and forth on top of Chyna’s.
he glanced down at her and smiled, her eyes were shut close and her
lip was tucked between her teeth. He kissed her lips down to her
breast. Sonny grabbed a handful of her tit and sucked on her nipple
violently. Chyna’s legs shook in sensation, her adrenaline raced.
Sonny could feel himself Cuming. He pumped harder, and
faster. 



Chyna kissed sonny on the neck while she came, her juices flowing
between her legs onto Sonny’s piece. Sonny’s body tensed, but he
didn’t slow down. He wanted to nut and nut hard. Chyna didn’t stop
grinding either, she wanted him to cum. 



“Sonny. Ugh Sonny wait.. You don’t have a condom!” 



“I Know” he grunted and before he came he pulled himself out of
Chyna and nutted on her stomach. 



“Fuck” Chyna yelled relieved. 
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Cinderella ball.



Sonny pushed his carcass from Chyna’s ambling to the bathroom. He
snatched a neatly folded white rag on the counter, and turned the
foist water on. Sonny soaked the white rag then cut the water off,
and made his way back to Chyna who still laid on her back naked.
Sonny slid his tongue across his bottom lip, and wiped his semen
from her belly. He strolled back to the bathroom with the rag in
his hand before throwing it in the trash can. Chyna sat up, running
her fingers through her long locks of hair before getting out of
bed, only to meet with the floor.



“Fuck!” she attempted getting up, but her legs were too weak.
Therefore she sat on the floor with a mean expression, and her arms
crossed until Sonny came back. 



“What are you doing on the floor?” Sonny asked her, stopping in
infront of her. He now had on his boxers. Chyna rolled her eyes at
him and said “Look what you did to me Sonny!” he chuckled and bent
over grabbing both of her hand, and helping her up. “You weren‘t
complaining when I was in you” he informed, and walked back into
the bathroom after sitting Chyna back on the bed. Chyna rolled her
eyes smacking her lips “How am I suppose to get to the ball if I
can’t even walk!” she yelled mad. Sonny sighed “You’re such a drama
queen” he complained walking back out the bathroom. 



Chyna shot Sonny the evil eye and scowled “Man whatever” he
chuckled getting in between her legs and reaching a handful of her
locks. He pulled her head back, meshing his lips with hers “Stop
fuckin’ bitchen!” he said in between kisses. Chyna draped her arm
around his neck deepening the kiss. The feeling of his tongue
lingering inside her mouth created juices to flow between her
thighs. “Ugh” Chyna moaned in Sonny’s mouth growing hot and
bothered all over again. She enfolded her right leg over his waist
laying on her back. 



Sonny pulled away before the kiss turn into him sexing her again.
He chuckled at her facial expression and slapped her thigh “Put
something on” 



…



Chyna gazed at her reflection non satisfied. The dress fit her just
right; illustrated every curve on her carcass. The red lip stick
decorating her lips produced a more sexy aspect, the liquid eye
liner she re did about five times before actually getting it right,
outlined her eye lids impeccably. There was one problem; her hair.
Her long locks of brown thick hair stiffly stopped at her
shoulder’s presenting a dull appearance to the whole outfit.
Sighing, Chyna looked over at Sonny who conversed over the phone to
Mario. Averting her eyes at the scissors on the dresser, she
smiled.



Snatching the scissors, Chyna quickly limped to the bathroom in her
three inch red Gucci heels shutting the door behind her. She kicked
the feet killing heels off instigating them to slide across the
tile floor. They instantly came to a halt as soon as they hit the
tub. Chyna faced the mirror drawing her full bottom lip in her
mouth, and pressing her white teeth on top. She grabbed a random
piece of her hair and lifted the scissors, snipped a handful of
hair. A smile crossed her mocha face and without realizing it, she
was half way done with her hair. Chyna cut chunks of her hair
determined to obtain the aspect she pictured. 



Staring at herself in the mirror, Chyna couldn’t help but smile at
her reflection. She ran her finger tips through her now neck short
hair, the smile widened. She placed the scissors on the sink and
gathered all her dead hair in the trash. Opening the door Chyna
walked barefoot into the room, Sonny was in the living room. Chyna
walked in the living room with the same smile plastered on her face
and stopped behind Sonny, running her arms around his neck;
allowing her fingers to hand freely infront of him. She kissed his
cheek to his ear. A smirk displayed on Sonny’s face, he grabbed her
arms pulling her from the back of the couch to his lap.



“What the fuck!” 



Chyna laughed hard at Sonny’s expression “What you don’t like it?”
Sonny’s eyes widened “What did you do?” Chyna laughed again
straddling him. Sonny licked his lips averting his attention to her
busting breast. “Damn” they sat infront of him smiling in his face
“Sonny!” Chyna said in a stern tone, jumping like a little boy
whose been caught doing something naughty. Chyna laughed again “Do
you like it?” she asked him again. Sonny looked at her observing
her new hair cut “It’s nice, I’ma have to get use to it
though” 



Chyna smiled climbing off of Sonny, but he snatched her hips
pushing her back on his lap “Where you going?” he said colliding
his lips with her. 



“You think we have time?” Chyna asked pulling the hem of her dress
up. 



Sonny nodded “Hella yea”



…



Climbing out the limo, Chyna grabbed sonny’s hand and followed him
down the red carpet to the ball. Once entering the humongous 60
foot, million dollar mansion. Chyna witnessed hundreds of woman and
men in dresses and suites; dancing, drinking and conversing. Back
down in New York you would never see anything like this; Chyna was
use to the streets. Sonny let go of Chyna’s hand switching the
duffle bag to his alter hand. Chyna stood close observing her
surroundings as well. Sculptures of angels, and naked woman
decorated the mansion, also taking up plenty of space it
offered. 



“You remember everything I said?” Sonny asked Chyna making sure she
remembered the game plan. 



“Yes Sonny for the hundredth time” she said irritated “I have to
make sure Chyna, this shit is dangerous!” Chyna rolled her eyes to
the crowd and nodded “I know”



A tall built man walked towards both Sonny and Chyna “Follow me” he
notified them, brushing pass the crowded ball room; aka living room
in Chyna’s eyes. Sonny glimpsed over his shoulder glancing at Chyna
who took every detail in the house. He chuckled at her facial
expression, she was in complete awe. 



Marching upstairs to the second floor, Chyna stared at the steps in
amazement; they were pure gold! Just a piece of it could be worth
millions. She frowned, this stupid ass has money up the ass why
does he want more? Chyna asked herself confused. All three of them
sauntered down the halls passing by a couple of doors. One door was
open as Chyna passed it, she glanced inside when noticing a man
tied up and taped. Halting in her tracks she took a closer look and
found her father in the room.



“Pops!” she whispered, knots in her stomach grew and her body
tingled; she was excited. Sonny looked over his shoulder and found
Chyna way behind “Chyna!” he whispered between clench teeth, she
shot her head at him with a smile and pointed in the room. Sonny’s
eyes widened, he waved his hand for her to come, she frowned
“Now!” 



Sighing; mad, Chyna ambled towards Sonny and whispered in his ear
“He’s in there” 



“Aight calm down… we’re going to get him” Chyna looked over her
should worried 



“Don’t fuck with me sonny this is my father we’re talking about”
she said glaring at him. 



“Stop tripping, you know who the fuck I am”



“I’m serious Sonny” 



“Me too” he said halting behind the built man. He pressed the
button for the elevator doors to open and waited patiently folding
hid broad arms over his chest. 



Chyna looked over her shoulder then back at Sonny who every second
looked at his watch.



“Come on”



The body built man said stepping inside the elevator, right after
sonny and Chyna did the same. The elevator doors slid close and
began to rise to the 5th floor. Chyna’s leg shook anxiously; she
wanted to get this done and over with. Sonny swiftly placed his
hand on her thigh glaring at her; she could read his eyes like a
book. Calm down. The body built man glimpsed at Chyna and smirked;
I would love to his that from the back. He told him self with a s
light chuckle right after. 



The doors slid open and the body built man didn’t move, he glanced
at Chyna and held out his hand “Ladies first” Chyna sighed and
began out the elevator, the body built man checked out her ass
while she strutted out, he noticed how she limped with every step
and raised his eye brow. That limp was oh so familiar. Sonny peeped
what he did and scoffed “Bitches first” Sonny spat holding his hand
out for him to go. The body built man cocked his head at Sonny and
laughed “Was it good?” Sonny frowned grimacing the guy up and down.
He laughed and said “Yea it was…” he laughed to himself and walked
out the elevator leaving Sonny alone. Chyna stared at Sonny annoyed
“Are you going to get out of there or what? Time is limited” she
said posting her hand on her hip. Sonny sucked his teeth and walked
out the elevator slightly pushing Chyna to walk.



“Go now”










Chapter 25
More Thank Money


Chapter Twenty Five

More Thank Money.



(Chyna’s Pov)



I followed behind the masculine man down the hall to one of the
doors. He glanced over his shoulder at me and winked. I cocked my
head back frowning, my heart pounded out my chest nervous. I gulped
hard trying to ignore what just happened, and focus back on what we
were really here for; Pops. I glanced over my shoulder Sonny who
was in his own world. He glanced around the long hallways like he
had something on his mind. 



I turned around halting my steps before hitting into the masculine
mans back. He looked over his shoulder again staring at me and
Sonny. I heard Sonny sigh frustrated, I looked at him with furrow
brows. What was his attitude problem all of a sudden? The door to
the room opened, and the man walked inside, Sonny pulled my arm
back before I stepped inside and walked in before me. Out eyes
met; stick to the plan he simply told me through
his eyes. I nodded slowly and walked in behind him. 



The room was humongous, it’s aspect was similar to an office and a
hotel together. Sonny stopped infront of me causing me to stop, I
looked over his shoulder and found three men. One was sitting
behind a desk smoking a black, my mouth craved for one at the
moment. I haven’t smoked in weeks, it’s fucking unbelievable. The
other man on the left was standing to his feet with his hands
cuffed on his lap. The other man on the right was sitting
comfortably on the old fashioned couch drinking wine. 



I stared at all three of them carefully store there physically in
my brain. Because if anything popped off, and they tried getting
away I sure in hell was killing them first. The built man walked
away from Sonny and I. I stood alongside Sonny so they could see my
face. The man behind the desk averted his attention from Sonny to
me, he slowly cocked his head back and smiled.



“Soooo….this is the infamous Chyna Black…” he began rising to his
feet “In the flesh baby” I retorted with a smirk, he chuckled
walking around his desk. “It’s a blessing to finally meet you
beautiful… you’re father is a well respected wealthy man… and he
took something from me that I want back” My nostril’s flared as
Macho got closer, I glanced at the bag in Sonny’s hands. He stopped
directly infront of me, his breath oozing down my neck. I attempt
to take a step back but Macho stopped me to do so. Sonny grew
tense, Macho was crossing the fucking line. 



“We got your fucking money what more do you fucking want” Sonny
blurted out without thinking. Macho diverted his attention from me
to Sonny and smiled. “Sonny…Sonny….Sonny… nice meeting you too baby
boy…..someone a little touchy?” Sonny glared into Macho’s eyes “I
mean you informed no game playing…and isn’t that exactly what the
fuck you’re doing?” -Smack.



Sonny attempted to jump on top of Macho and beast on him from the
smack he received to the face. However, I got in the middle pushing
him away “Sonny stop” I whispered in his ear. 



“Nigga remember I still got your mother fucking money!” Sonny
exclaimed between clench teeth. Macho folded his hands over his
chest laughing. That made Sonny’s blood boil. 



“Damn Chyna…look it that add… just like your mother” I swung around
facing Macho violated. My breath became short. The heels I sported
were killing my feet. “Don’t you fucking talk about my mother….
Look you bastard we got your mother fucking money, now I want to
see my fucking father” I cursed enraged. Macho nodded and snapped
his fingers, two buff men walked into the room from another door
with a beat down Denzel in their hands. I almost flipped “Daddy!” I
yelled about to run over to him and hug him, but was stop when
Macho got in the way with a devilish smile. 



“Where are you going beautiful?” he asked me grabbing my waist, I
struggled pushing his hand from my waist. My nerves were getting
the best of me, I was beginning to shake. don’t fuck up the plan I
told my self over and over “Get the fuck off of me” I managed to
say. Macho laughed letting me go, I looked at Pops and realized he
was too weak to speak. They beat him shitless. I wanted to cry,
sob, but I have to be strong for Pops. I have to show him I mean
business, I have to prove to him nothing will stop me.



“Aight you saw you’re father….give me my money”



I frowned glaring at Macho “Give me my father and I’ll give you the
money” 



“Chy-na…don-t do it” Pops struggled to say. I shot my eyes at him
and frowned “Chyna…baby” Macho laughed , I limped backwards next to
Sonny as Macho walked forward. He frowned looking down, and then he
chuckled. I gulped hard looking at Sonny whose chest was still
heaving up and down hastily. 



“Stop the fucking Games Macho” Sonny exclaimed getting heated by
the second. Macho laughed even more “I can’t believe this shit…
are-are you limping?” Macho pointed out, my mouth dropped but I
quickly closed my mouth. Macho got in my face, his lips near my ear
“You’re not as innocent I thought you were….wait til’ daddy finds
out” and before I could say a word, Macho snapped his fingers, and
out of no where two men grabbed Sonny causing him to drop the bag,
I went to snatch the bag but it was kicked by one of the men. I
felt my feet lift from the ground, and strong arms restrain
me. 



My mouth was covered, and yet I was helpless, and scared out of my
mind. Though I tried not to show it, it was evident you could see
it in my eyes.



“Denzel…Pops…Daddy…you see you’re princesses over there?” Macho
pointed me out to Pops. Denzel looked up slowly, blood oozing from
his lips. I couldn’t help but cry as I stared back into his eyes.
He was hurting and I couldn’t do anything about it. The plan was
fucked up, and it’s all my fucking fault. Sonny was restrained and
taken to another room.



“You see your innocent baby there” he pointed at me “I appears
she’s not so innocent…if you catch my drift” he chuckled. Daddies
eyes widened when recognizing what Macho was talking to “And you
want to know who took it from her?…who made her a senorita? No
other than your assassin Sonny…isn’t that some funny shit…I swear
this is like a fucking novella” Macho laughed it off like this was
all a joke. But I could see the fire in Pops eyes, the visible
veins on his forehead and neck, the redden face. 



“Pops….I’m…I’m sorry” I said above a whisper. I cried hard glancing
around the room. I knew he was more than mad at me, he was hurt
because he didn’t have his little girl anymore. 



“I mean shit… can I get in line; I would love to beat that pussy:”
Macho laughed, his men laughed too. I glanced at all of them
scared. 



“Denzel you wouldn’t mind right? I mean your assassin tore that
pussy up.. I just want my turn” Macho explained. I shook my head
“No” I whispered. 



“Shit I would love to hit that from behind” I heard the built man
who lead me and Sonny to the room say rubbing his groin. Spilling
tears gushed down my face out of pure fear. 



“Please noo” I begged as macho slowly marched my
direction. 



“Leave her Alone Denzel it’s me who the fuck you want…. You got the
money”



“No I didn’t get what the fuck I want…. I want her” 



I could see the rage in daddy’s face “You’re not touch my baby” he
warned Macho. Macho laughed na glanced over his should staring at
daddy with an evil smile. 



“Watch me”










Chapter 26
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Chapter Twenty Six

Readyy to rummble.



(Chyna’s POV)



I stared into Macho’s eyes scared out my mind. The mans grip around
my arms tightened. Macho stared at me with pure lust and smirked. I
closed my eyes tight tugging my limbs from the muscular mans hold.
I screamed out loud struggling, my tears found their way out the
cracks of my eye lids, and descended down my cheeks. Without
stopping I kept tugging “Hold the fuck still” the man said yanking
me back. 



“Ahh” he yanked me back so fast and hard I thought my arms were
going to come out their sockets. Macho chuckled before turning
around facing my father. I looked up at Daddy whose head hung low
in pain, while the two muscular men took turns making him their
personal punching bag. 



“Stop it!” I yelled, spit flying from my mouth. 



“Silence her” Macho calmly ordered. The man cased his broad hand
over my mouth, I began to kick my feet in the air. Slightly opening
my mouth I bit down on the little skin that could fit in my mouth
and the man released his hand from my mouth “Ahh you son of a
bitch!” he barked pulling away from me, I swung around facing the
man, and punched him dead in the face. The man stumbled back, and
looked at me in shock. He didn’t see that coming. I took off my
heels and threw one at him, the heel aiming his face. 



“Get her you cabron!” Macho yelled, I positioned my fists infront
of me and put my game face on. The man ambled my course ready to
knock me to the ground. Before he could get anywhere near me, I
withdrew my arm and knocked him in the eye. He screamed in agony
holding his eye with his hand. My heart raced, pounding out my
chest. I was breathing hard and heavy. That was my chance to whoop
this nigga’s ass. I jumped on his back and poked his eyes with my
thumbs. The man hollered stumbling towards the wall, I grabbed the
little hair on his head and smashed his face against the wall. “You
fucker! Take that shit! … fagot!” 



“Chyna!” I heard Pops yell, I swung around and my forehead began to
pulsate in agony, my vision became blurry as I struggled to catch
my balance. A handful of my hair was snatched and I was dragged and
banged against the wall. “Ughh!” I groaned, I blinked a couple
times and my vision became clear, it was Macho. I swung attempting
to hit his face, but I missed. He slammed my back in to the wall
and pushed himself on me.



I planted both my hands on his chest pushing him off me. But he was
too strong, his strength compared to minds was crazy. I felt a cool
drift between my legs, my eyes widened as my body tensed
up. 



“Get off me ..” I voiced between clenched teeth. He laughed, and
snatched my arm throwing me on one of his couches, my back hit the
arm rester, I arched my back upwards, hissing in horrible
pain. 



“Oh fucking shit”



Macho snatched my leg pulling me closer to him, he climbed on top
and began kissing my chest. I grabbed a handful of his hair yanking
his head upwards, I punched him in the face and rolled to my side
holding my back. 



“Where the fuck you think you’re going?” he questioned me. I felt
the back of my dress being pulled back, My back hit the couch again
developing a lump in the middle of my back. My cheek stung
commencing the smack Macho granted me. I could feel myself become
weak, my legs were giving up as of all the kicking I was doing, and
my hands throbbed from the punching , smacking and pulling I was
doing. My back was in worst pain, I couldn’t tolerate it, at
all. 



Macho climbed back on top of me, pinning my hands on each side of
my face. I closed my eyes enduring the throbbing soreness from the
middle of my back I received. Macho smiled something evil and
released one of my hands, and sliding his finger tips under my
dress to my underwear. I could feel the same knot in the center of
my throat form when I was 15 years old. 



“Stoppp” I cried, letting the tears fall. scenes of me under the
slide and my cloths being torn apart flashed before me. I glanced
at Pops and witnessed him let loose from the men’s grip. He swung
arouns and grabbed both guys face and smashed their heads together.
When they fell to the ground Pops bent down and snatched a gun from
one of the guys.



BANG BANG



My eyes widened, excited. Macho stopped his hands at my ‘love’ and
shot his head at Pops. His eyes widened when he saw Pops walking
towards us. 



“What the fuck …” I heard him mumble. He hopped of me, and reached
for his back pocket where his gun was. All of a sudden I felt
myself shot to my feet and I jumped on top of Macho. He swung
around in circles as I hung onto his back …BANG!
BANG!



My back hit the ground with Macho laying on top of me. I stared at
him terrified, then after a couple of seconds I realized he was
shot and pushed him off me. I sat up and ran to Pops embracing him
in to a big hug. His strong arms found there way around my small
waist and he hugged me tight. He kissed my cheek about a million of
times before finally releasing me, I looked at him and
smiled. 



“Daddy I’m so sorry-”



“We’ll talk later …” he quickly cut me off, and grabbed my hand
leading my down the hall. I noticed the muscular man wasn’t in the
room anymore I stopped in my tracks causing Pops to look at me
crazy “What?” 



“ Be careful ..” I simply told him, and he automatically knew who I
was talking about. 



Pops held the gun against his chest and took slow steps to the
door. I followed suit and glanced around the room making sure no
one tried to pull any stunts. Pops walked out the room after
glancing down each end of the hall. He pulled my hand and started
down the hall with a full alert guard. 



My mind began to wonder where Sonny was, I forgot they took
him. 



“Where are we going?” 



“To get Sonny … where else?” he asked me being a smart ass. I
rolled my eyes not in the mood to talk back. 












Chapter 27
New Beginning


Epilogue


NEW Beginning.





(Chyna’s POV) 



I followed close behind pops, my eyes darting all around the hall,
just incase someone popped out of a cut and tried jumping stupid.
Pops pushed open a door at the end of the hall, it was a flight of
stairs leading to different levels of the hotel and mansion. Pops
glanced behind him and looked at me, looking me up and down. For a
brief second I could read his eyes, the dark chocolate in his eyes
faded; they were now dim. He looked stressed out, and distress.
Maybe because he found out I wasn’t a virgin anymore.



Well, since I was 15 I wasn’t a virgin. My virginity was taken me
without permission. 



Pops looked away shaking his head from his short daze, and marched
downstairs to the floor I found him on. My eyes brows furrowed to
the center of my forehead, but I didn’t speak a word. I followed
Pops cautiously down the hall to the room he was once attentive in.
Pops stopped in his tracks, about two feet away from the half
opened door. He stretched his arm out stopping me in my tracks as
well. 



He looked down the hall behind him, and infront. Then he turned
around, and faced me. His face was so tense, and pale; I wanted to
caress his cheek and tell him soon all this bullshit would be over.
However, I knew daddy was a strong man, and none of this crap got
to him. But being this is my first time, it sure was getting to me.
You could tell I carried my fathers genes though; I tried being
strong, not just for me, but for Pops and Sonny. I want to prove
I’m not just that bad little girl in school who always gets into
fights, and dresses like a boy. 



I’m not just my fathers daughter, I’m Chyna Black! And from this
day on, I’m a new woman when I leave Puerto Rico. 



Pops grabbed both my hands and kissed them after the other. “I love
you Chyna, and I can’t believe you flew over here with Sonny to
rescue my big ass” I laughed at his last comment, so did he.



“But, I want you to leave now! I want you to walk out of here, so I
can handle this on my own—this is my own war, my battle; not yours”
I frowned, taking a step back. I snatched my hands from Pops and
crossed them over my chest; furious. “You have to be kidding me,
I’m not leaving you! Me and Sony flew over here so we can grab your
ass and leave. And for the record, now that I got you, I’m not
loosing you again, nor am I loosing Sonny” I added, pissed the fuck
off.



“Chyna, now is not the time, just do what I said—” 



“NO! you’re really not fucking playing! I can’t believe
this—”



“I don’t need you getting hurt Chyna!” he tried not raising his
voice in clench teeth. 



I smacked my lips looking to my side, my foot tapped the floor
viciously. Pops turned my head with his finger, his strong, tense
eyes glaring into mines. “You have to trust me baby girl!” he
pleaded, but I didn’t fall in to the trap; I wasn’t leaving him or
Sonny.



I knew pops was scared out of his mind, praying I would leave
because he didn’t want me in harms way. Well, I believe if it’s my
time to go, then it’s my time to go. But right now, I’m going to
get my man out of this fucking trap and leave both of the people I
care for with all my heart out of here, and go back home. Sighing,
I dropped my head to the floor and said “Well I’m sorry Pops, but
I’m not leaving!” I could sense the fury, and closed my eyes tight.
Hoping I wouldn’t receive a smack in the face. Instead he stepped
back with both hands crossed over his chest, on hand bare, the
other clutch gun. Mines was under my dress, detained by my
underwear strap. 



“Fine” I heard him say in a stern tone.



“But you follow what I say! Is that clear” he said sounding like a
staff sergeant. I nodded my head excited he didn’t blow me one in
the face, and smile jumping on him and kissing him all over the
face. Small giggles escaped from his lips and I pulled
away. 



“Aight, put your game face on” 



I nodded, reached for my gun under my dress and held it against the
side of my face. Pops turned back around and slowly tiptoed closer
to the door. He pushed it open slightly for a better view, he saw
Sonny tied up and ducked taped on the mouth and eyes. I got behind
pops getting on my toes, looking over him. I witnessed exactly the
same thing my father saw and gasped. Pops sung around yanking his
hand to my mouth and shushed me. I nodded fiercely, my eyes
widening. 



He removed his hand from my mouth and turned around quietly. He
peeped through the creak and when he felt it was the right time to
walk in, he held his hand in the air and motioned it for me to
follow. I held my gun tight to my chest ready for whatever was
bound to happen. Pops kicked the door open and pointed his gun
infront of him.



Two men were at a small green square table playing dominos. Their
necks snapped at Pops and immediately jumped to their feet . I
pointed my gun at one of the guys head, closed one eyes, held my
breath and pulled the trigger before he got the chance to reach for
his gun. Pops jolted his eyes at me in shock. I smirked and he
smiled in response; he was proud. 



Before the other Puerto Rican could pull the trigger Pops had shot
him in the chest twice and once in the eyes. I scrunched my face at
the now deformed look on his face. It was horrible. Instead of
acknowledging the man I ran to Sonny and yanked the duck tape from
his mouth “Ahhh mother fucker!” I giggled at his comment and yanked
the tape from his eyes. “Ahh, you bitch!” he cursed, “So is that
what you call me when I save your bitch ass!” I cursed, playing
around.



“Chyna?” he flicked his eyes open adjusting his vision. When he his
view was clear, he smiled at me and I kissed him hungrily. He
kissed me back, parting my soft lips with his pink wet tongue. I
heard Pops clear his throat and I pulled away blushing. Sonny
glanced at Pops and bowed his head shamed. I began to fee
embarrassed and got behind Sonny, untying the rope from his wrist
and ankles. Sonny stood to his feet, stretching his limbs in the
air. 



“Aight, come one!” Pops said, his guard still up. He pointed the
gun around the room making sure no more Puerto Ricans were hiding.
I walked over to one of the guys and snatched their guns, tossing
one to Sonny, and holding another in my hand. All three of us
walked out the room, relieved. 



“Thank God, I though y’all left me ass”



“I should of” Pops commented.



I could tell that hit a spot when Sonny’s face softened and hurt
was written on his face. I quietly sucked my teeth and grabbed
rubbed Sonny’s shoulder. He didn’t bother looking at me, he began
to grow mad, and embarrassed at the same time. 



“But, you’re like a son to me, and I would never do such a thing;
plus I see you and my daughter got something going on with each
other. I guess when we get home I have some things to talk to you
about and get straight” a wide smile crossed my mocha face, and I
began to jump with Joy. I looked at Sonny who had a slight smirk on
his face. He glanced at me and winked, my cheeks reddened and I
couldn’t help but smile even wider. I could endure my cheeks
burning. 



“That sounds great- AHH!” my hair was snatched back and I could
feel a steal object pressed against my forehead. A stray arm
wrapped around my neck and tightened it’s grip around it. I yanked
both my hands, tugging the arm from my neck. I couldn’t
breath. 



Pops and Sonny pointed their guns at the man and demanded him to
let me go. I tried yelling shoot him, but I couldn’t. 



“Let her the fuck go now, before I fucking shoot your brains out” I
heard Pops yell over the top of his lungs. I could feely heart beat
slow down as well as my breathing. I struggled for the man to let
me go, but he was too strong. My eyelids began to grow heavy, and
my hands became weak. I could hear the man yell in his Puerto Rican
accent ‘Where’s the money’ over and over, and Pops would reply back
he didn’t have it. The Puerto Rican would yell he knows we have it,
but little did he know he didn’t. 



“Let her the FUCK go!” Pops yelled again, getting even more
upset. 



That’s when I heard Sonny say “Fuck it!”



“NO! Sonny don’t do it!” Pops yelled.



BOOM, BOOM!



My body dropped to the floor along with the man underneath me. I
shot up couching uncontrollably, and touching myself to make sure I
wasn’t shot. I hunched over holding my neck and couching almost
vomiting. Pops and sonny ran to me and crouched my level. I turned
my head at the man who was shot in the middle of his head. It was
the buff guard who tried hitting on me while escorting us to
Macho. 



“Chyna you okay?” Pops asked, I nodded in response and threw up;
nothing. Sonny helped me up, throwing my arm over his shoulder and
helping me down the hall.



To my surprise, the Cinderella ball was still going down. It was as
if they couldn’t hear any of the shooting through the blasting
music. Pops, Sonny and I sauntered through the group of people and
out the mansion. A limo sat infront of the hotel, and Pops opened
the door for me and Sonny. I thought he was going to get in after
we did instead he popped his head in the car and said “I’ll be
right back” 



“What hell nah! Get in here and let’s go Pops!” I demanded.



He sucked his teeth and gave me that look to calm my ass down. I
sighed shaking my head disapprovingly. 



“Look I’ll be right back, I promise” I didn’t want to approve but
either way he closed the limo door and walked back inside the
hotel. I shook my leg anxious to hop out the limo and follow. Sonny
touched my knee causing me to jump. I heard him and chuckle so
looked at him to see what was so funny, cause I damn sure don’t see
anything funny.



Next thing I knew his lips collided with mines, and I was sent to
cloud nine. He pulled away from the kiss sending back to my
horrible nightmare. I didn’t know but now that I have a better
view, Sonny looked tore up. He had bruises on his cheek, busted
lip, and his shoulder was cut. 



“Damn baby they tore your ass up” I touched his cut on his shoulder
but jerked his back scared when he hissed in pain.



“Fuck Chyna!”



“Sorry” 



It was taking Pops long to come back and I was beginning to worry.
I almost jumped out the car, but when I saw him walk out the hotel,
a smile tugged the corner of my lips. In his right hand he detained
a gun, on his left he held the money me and sonny stole from all
the banks, and corners.



* * * 



A year has passed since Pops kidnap, and since then everything has
been going great. Pops hired a lawyer and converted his money into
legit money, and used it for the better. Which was building his own
bank and declaring Sonny as his partner. What a coincidence huh? I
know right! Months after the banking being a great success, Pops
was taken to the hospital after having a stroke. His heart was
failing on him. It broke my heart to know my father was soon to
pass, but I learned to except it and to except the fact everyone
dies. Now I know he would be at peace with my mother when its his
time. I been working harder too, as a high school graduate and a
freshmen in college. 



My goal is to be a registered nurse; so I could help Pops and his
heart. I want to know everything about the human body, and with
Sonny by my side and in my life, he inspires me to work harder, and
I’m thankful. He also old me about Diggs shisty ass. I acted as if
I didn’t know anything when Dig would come over, instead I would
let him tell me his next move, so could plot and tell Stone his
alibi. When I got enough information I drove to Stone’s shop, at
first he was being a bitch telling me to leave, because his scary
bitch ass was too worried Pops was going to kill him if he found
out I was here. Then when I got his ass to calm down I explained to
him Digs next move. 



He was very pleased and thanked me about a thousand times, I just
waved him bye and went about my business. 



From there on, everything was great for about another year; until I
got a call Pops heart stopped. 



Life would never be the same.
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